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The honour, I muſt needs confeſs, is great, 


b I bave a brother too, now in my fight, 


To ſooth the town—which they———will damn tonight. 


* beard wiſe men in politicks lay down 


The beavy, o 


. ͤ w Len, SES 
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Spoken by a Shabby Poet. 
VY* _ what crime had my poor father done, 
bat you ſhould make a poet of bis ſon ? 
Or it for ſome great r. of bis, 
Y'are pleas'd to compliment bis bey with this? | 
[Showing his crown of laurel. 


If, with bis crown, you'd tell bim wwhere to cat. 

"Tis wvell=—But I bave more complaints—look bere ! 
[ [Shewing his ragged coat. 

Hark ye Dye think this ſuit goed winter wear ? 

In a cold morning; bu !—at a lord's gate, 

How you have tet the porter let me wait ? 

You'll ſay, perba % you knew I'd get no barm, a 

You'd given me fire enough to keep me warm. 


A world of bleſſings to that fire we owe z 
Without it, I'd ne er made this princely ſhow. 


. 


[Looking behind. the ſcenes. 
A buſy nan amongſt us here to-night : 
Your fire bas made bim play a thouſand pranks, 
For which, no doubt, yon ve had bis daily thanks ; 
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Yet would thoſe beads and bande, ſuch as they are, 
Infirm _— racy reſolve on war, 

You'd find your tyrants——what Ive found my dear, 
What only two united can produce, 

You've ſeen . wh a ſample for your uſe : 
Single, wve found we nothin , obtain; 

We join'd our foros — and we ſubdu'd our mens 
Believe me, my dear ſex, they are not brave; 

Try each yeur man, you'll quickly find your ſlave. 


make campaigns, riſk blood and life T 


1 know they'll 

's 4 mari errifyin ſtrife z 
They'll fand e, men, at a wife, , 
Beat then your drums, and your ſprill trumpets ſound, 
Let all your wifits of your feats reſound. | 
And deeds of war in cups of tea go round: 


| | The ſtars are with you, fate is in your band, 
In twelve monthstimeyou'wewanguiſh'd bal f the land; 


Be wiſe, and keep them under good command, 
Th:s year will to your glory long be known, 


"| And deatbleſs ballads band your triumphs down ; © 


Your late achievements ever wilt remain, 
For though you cannot beaſt of many ſlain, | 
Your pris ners ſpew, you've made a brave campaign. J 


N — 


He'as thank'd you, firſt, for all bis decent plays, 
M bere be ſo nick d it, wwben be wats . 
Next for bis meddling with ſome folks in black, 
And bringing=——ſouſe———a prieſ upon bis back 
For building 3 toblige the peer, 
And fetching all their bouſe about bis ears; 

For a new play, be at now thought fit to write, 


Theſe benefits are ſuch, no man can doubt 
But be ll go on, and ſee your 22 . 
Till for reward of all bis noble deeds, _ 

At laſt, like other ſpr igbely folks be ſpeeds: | | 
Has this great recompence fix'd on bis bro | 
At fam'd Parnaſſus ; bas your leave to bow, > 
And walk about the ftreeti—equip"d—as Tam now. 
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What feats by little England might be dene, 
Were all agreed, and all would af as one. 
Ye wives, a uſeful bint from this might take, 
d, deſpotic kingdom ſhake, 
And make your matrimonial Monſieurs quake. 
Our beads are feeble, and we're cramp'd by laws ; 
Our bends are wean, and net too ſtrong our cauſe; 
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Gr1yx, a rich Money Scrivener, 
Money TRA, ditto. „ 
Diek, a Gameſter, Son to Mrs. Amlet, 
Bass, his Companion, paſles for his Valet de 
Chambre. fe, {MOR 

tir, a Goldſmith, 

{| J=$8aMin; Foot-boy to Clariſſa.” 
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atis Perſonz. 
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CLARISsA, Wife to Gripe, an Expenſive luxurious 
Woman, a great admirer of Quality.” 
ARAMINTA, Wife to Moneytrap, very intimate 

j © with Clariſſa, of the ſame Humour. 
CoRINNA, Daughter to Gripe, by a former Wife, a 


J hood Fortune, young, and kept very cloſe by her 
Father, | | 

FriepANnTaA, Clariſſa's Maid, 19 9 

Mrs. AMLET, a Seller of all Sorts of private Affairs 

- to the Ladies, i | 


| Mrs. C.oG@61T, her Neighbour, 
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The City Wives Confederacy. 


A&A C©3ES. 
$CENE, Covent-Garden. 


Enter Mrs, Amlet and Mrs. Cloggit, meeting. 


Aulet. OOD-morrow, neighbour; good-mor- 
: row,. neighbour Cloggit, How does 
all at your houſe this morning? 23 | 

Clog. Thank you kindly, Mrs Amlet, thank 


* * 


you kindly; how do you do, I pray? 

Amlet. At the old rate, neighbour, poor and ho- 
neſt: theſe are hard times, good lack. _ 

Clog. If they are hard with you, what are they 
with us? You have a good trade going; all the great 
folks in thwn help you off with your merchandiſe, 

Amlet. Yes, they do help us off with them in- 
deed; they buy all. | 1 

Clog. And pay 

Aulet. For ſome. 


Clog, Well, tis a thouſand pities, Mrs. Amlet, 
they are not as ready at one, as they are at t'other; 
for, not to wrong them, they give very good rates. 

Amlet. Oh, for that, let's do them juſtice, neigh- 
bour; they never make two words upon the price ; 
all they haggle about is the day of payment. 

Clog. There's all the diſpute, as you ſay. 

Amlet. But that's a wicked one. For my part, 
neighbour, I'm Juſt tired off my legs with trotting 
after them; beſides, it eats out all our profit, 
Would you believe it, Mrs, Cloggit, Lhave worn 
out four pair of pattens with following my old lady 
and but three 


24k 


pots of paint? - | 9 5 
Clog. Look you there now! 8 
Amlet. If they would but once let me get enough 
dy em, to keep a coach to carry me a dunning 2c ter 
dem, there wauld be ſome conſcience in it. 
Clog. Ay, that were ſomething. But, now you 
talk of conſcience, Mrs. Amlet, how do you ſpeed 
amongſt your city cuſtomers ? 
 Amlet. My city cuſtomers! Now, by my truth, 
neighbour, between the city and the court, (with 
reverence be it ſpoken) there's not to chuſe. 
My ladies in the city, in times paſt, were as full of 


three fine ladies, his footman at his heels, and as 
gay as a bridegroom. | 

Amlet, Is it poſſible? Ah, the rogue! Well, 
neighbour, all's well that ends well; bug Dick will 
be hanged. er rt 

Clog. That were pity. 

| Amlet. Pity, indeed | for he's a hopeful young man 

to look on; but he leads a life Well, where he 
has it, Heaven knows; but, they ſay,he pays hisclub 
with the beſt of them, 1 have ſeen him but once 
theſe three months, neighbour, and then the varlet 
wanted money; but I bid him march, and march 
he did, to ſome purpoſe z for, in leſs than an hour, 
back comes my gentleman into the houſe, walks to 
and fro in the room, with his wig over his ſhoulder, 
his hat on one ſide, whiſtling a minuet, and toffing 
a purſe of gold from one hand to t'other, with no 
more reſpect, Heaven bleſs us! than if it had been 
an orange. Sirrah, ſays I, . where have you got 
that? He anſwers me never a word, but ſets his 
arms a-kimbo, cocks his ſaucy hat in my face, turns 
about upon his ungracious heel, as much as to ſay, 
kiſ——and I've never ſet eye on him fince. 

Clog. Look you there now ! To ſee what the 


youth of this age are come to! 


| Amlet. See what they will come to, neighbour. 
Heaven ſhield, I ſay;. but Dick's upon the gallop. 
Well, I muſt bid you good-morrow; I'm going 
where I doubt I ſhall meet but a ſorry welcome. 

Clog. To get in ſome old debt, I'll warrant you ? 

Amlet. Neither better nor worſes x 

Clog. From a lady of quality ? 1 

Amlet, No, ſhe's but a ſcrivener's wife; but ſhe 
lives as well, and pays as ill, as the ſtatelieſt counteſs 
of them all. [ Exeunt ſeveral ways. 

Enter Braſs. 8 

Braſs. Well, ſurely, through the world's wide 
extent, there never appeared ſo impudent a fellow 
as my ſchool- fellow, Dick. To paſs himſelf upon 
the town for a gentleman, drop into all the beſt 
company with an eaſy air, as if his natural element 
were in the ſphere of quality; when the rogue had 
a kettle-drum to his father, -who was hanged for 
robbing a church; and has a pedlar to his mother, 


comes. J | 


gold as they were of religion, and as punctual = carries her ſhop under her arm. But here he 


their payments as they were in their prayers ; but 
fince they have ſet their minds upon quality, adieu 
one | adiey t'other!. their money and their con- 
ſciences are gone, Heaven knows where. 95 
Clog. But what the murrain have they to do with 
quality? Why don't their huſhands make them mind 
their ſhops ? : a . 
Amlet. Their huſbands! their huſbands, ſay'ſt 
thou, woman? Alack, alack, they mind their huſ- 
bands, neighbour, no more than they do a ſermon! 
Clog. Good lack-a-day, that women born of ſo- 
ber parents, ſhauld be prone to follow ill examples! 
Rut, now we talk of quality, when did you hear of 
your ſon Richard, Mrs. Amlet? My daughter Flipp |} 


| Enter Dick. | 
Dick. Well, Braſs, what news? Haſt thou given 
my letter to Flippanta ? 1 7 
Braſs. I'm but juſt come; I ha'n't knocked at the 
door yet. But I have a damn'd piece of news for you. 
Dick. As how ?, «> 
Braſs. We muſt quit this country. 
Dick. We'll be hang'd firſt. 2 
Braſs. So. you will, if you ſtays; Fr” Oh 
Dick. Why, what's the matter? 
| Braſe. There's a ſtorm a coming. 
_. Dick, From whence ? 


ſays the mgt hig t'other day, in a laced coats with! 


law. 


Braſi. W point ia the compaſs, the 


© + "Tus 
© Dick. The law! Why, what have I to do with 


Braſe. Nothing ; and therefore it has N 
Diel. Explain. £ 
- , Brafs. You know you cheated a young fellow at 
2 v other day, of the money he had to raiſe his 


apy. ; F 5 + 
el. Well, what then? ? 
Bra 4. Why, he's ſorry he loft ! it, : | 
Dick. Who doubts that ? | | 


think of complaining on't. 
=_—_ —_ muſt be fo wiſe to ſtop his mouth. 
ow 
—.— W Fett back; if that won't do, 
| im. 
pref You are very quick in your methods. 
Men muft be ſo * will difpatch bufineſs. 
Proſe. Hark you, colonel, your father died in's bed. 
| 2 He might have done, if he had not been a fool. 
Dick. "Why, he robbed a church. 


Ay, buthe forgot to make ſure of the ſextos. 


| 
b 
: 


aſs. Are not you a great rogue? 
| ml Or I ſhould wear worſe clothes. 
— Hark youz I would adviſe vou to . 


Dick. And turn ballad- finger. 
Broſs. Not fo neither. 
2 oe 3 > thi 
raſs. y if you can get (young wench, v6 
220 live honeſt. wa 1 
Diet. That's the way to be ſtarved. „ 
Braſt. No, the has money enough to buy you a 
good place, and pay me into the bargain, for help- 
ing her to ſo good a match. You have bot this 
throw left to ſave you; for you are not ignorant, 
_ Youngſter, that your morals begin to be pretty well 
known about town : haveacare your noble birth, and 
yourhonourable relations are not diſcovered too; there 
needs but that to have you toſſed in a blanket, for 
the entertainment of the firſt company of ladies you 
intrude into; and then, like a dutiful ſon, you may 
daggle about with your mother, and ſell paint: ſhe's 
old and weak, and wants ſomebody to carry her 
.$00ds after her. How like a dog will you look, 
with a pair of plod ſhoes, your hair cropped up to 
your ears, and a band-box under your arm! 

Dick. Why, faith, Braſs, I think thou art in the 
right on't; 1 muſt fix my affairs quickly, or Madam 
Fortune will be playing ſome of her bitch-tricks 
with me: therefore I'll tell thee what we'll do; 
we'll purſue this old rogue's daughter heartily z we'll 
cheat his family to purpoſe, and they ſhall atone for 
the ret of mankind, 

_ Braſs. Have at her then; I'll about your bufineſs 


ently. 
Dick. Succeſs attend thee. 
| . [Exi ef Dick. 
Braſs. A great rogue—Well, I ſay nothing. But 


when 1 have got the thing into a good poſture, he 
mall fign and ſeal, or I'll have him tumbled out of 
the Houle like a cheeſe. Now for Flippanta. 


[He knocks. 
Enter Flippanta, | 
Flip. Who's that? Braſs! = 
Braſs. Flippanta! 
Flip. What want you, rogue's face? 
Braſs. Is your miſtreſs dreſs'd ? | 
Flip. What, already! Is the fellow drunk? 
3 Why, with reſpeQ to her looking - as 


a 


CONFEDERACY, _*. 
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| 
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Kraſt. Why, then it's time for the miftrefs of 


the Houſe to come down and look after her family. 


« Pr'ythee, don't be un owl.  Thoſe-thit go 
to bed at night may riſe in the morning; we chat 
80 to bed in the morning, riſe in the afternoon. © 

Braſs. When does the make her vifits then? 

Flip. By candle-light; it helps off a muddy com- 
_ [plexionz we women hate inquifitive ſunſhine. But 
do you know that my lady is going to turn yoo 
houſewife ? 

Braſs. What, io the going to Go? | 


[a Die! 83 


Brafs. Ay, but that's not all; he's fuch x fool-ts 


Brofe. Why, that's the only way to fave money 
for her family. 


Flip. No; but ſhe has N of A oe N 


chaĩir- hire. 
Braſs. As 1 ? 


the now intends ſhall meet her at her own ho 

Your maſter h gdviſed her to ſet up a baſſet-table. 
Braſs. Nays he adviſed her to it, it 7 ritt. But 

has me acquainted her huſband with it yet? / : 


Flip. What to do? When the company meet, 


ben ſee them. 

+ Braſs. Nay, that's wel; as you ſay, he'll know it 
Took enough. 

Flip. Well, 1 muſt be gone z have you any buſineſs 


| with my lady? 


Brafs. Ves, as bat der from Nd 1 2 


51 Ja letter for her. 


Flip. Give it me. 


Braſs, Hold=—=and as „ firſt miniſter of Ps to 


the colonel, I have an affair to communicate to thee, 
Flip. What is it? Quick. | 
Braſi. Why — he's in love. e 
2 A momma her won ee. 
Braſs. A wom money 
Fl, Who is ſhe? © 
Braſs. Corinna, ; | ' 
Flip. What would he bear? 

. Braſs, At her if ſhe's at leiſure 

Flip. Which way? 
Brafs. Honourably—He bas ordered me to 4. 

mand her of thee in marriage. 
Flip. Of me 


Braſs, Why, when a man of quality has a * 5 


to a city- fortune, would 'ſt have _ apply to her 
father and mother ? 

Flip. No. 

Braſs. No, ſo I think: men ao our end of the town 
are better bred than to uſe ceremony. With a lon 
perriwig we firike the lady, with a you-know-wha 
we ſoften the maid; and when the parſon has done 
his job, we open the affair to the family. Will you 
flip this letter into her prayer-book, my ;etle queen? 
It's a very paſſionate one; it's ſealed with a heart 
and dagger; you may ſee by that what be intends to 


Ido with himſelf. 


Flip. Are there any verſes in it? If not, I won't 
touch it, 

Braſi. Net one word in proſe; it's dated in 
rhime. [She rakes it, 

Flip. Well, but —have you brought nothing elfe ? 

Braſs, Gad forgive me? I'm the forgetfulleſt 
dog—l have a letter for you too here tis in 8 
purſe—but it's in proſe ; 3 you won't touch it, 

Flip. Yes, hang it, it is not good to be too dainty, 

Braſs. How uſeful a virtue is humility ! Well, 
child, we ſhall have an anſwer to-morrow, ſhan't wet 

Flip. I can't promiſt᷑ you that; for our yourly gen. 


|tlewoman is not ſo often in my way as ſhe would 


| J's almoſt 


yes What chen, fool? 1 . 


* 8 * 
. N 


2 2 


wo, —- _ — 0 


oth, is a cttizen from the foot to 


) — 3: with 


Her father 
_ forehead of b 


Flip. Why, all the company ſhe uſed oo hes Din * 55 


ho 
3 
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her mother-in-law and me, for fear ſhe ſhould _ tent, fince you live NR a woman of quality, tho" 
the airs of a woman of quality. But I'll take the you are none. 
firſt occaſion—See, there's my 1247 5 go in, and de- Clar. Oh, fie! the very N of it is 
liver your letter to her, [Exeunt. wanting. 

SCEN E, a bn F Flip. What? 8 that? 

Entir Clarifſa, followed by Flippanta and Braſs. | Clar. Why, I dare abuſe nobody; I'm afraid to 
Clar. No meſſages this morning from any body, |affront people, tho' I don't like their faces; or to 
Flippanta? Lard, how dull that is! Oh, there's ruin their reputations, tho' they pique me to it, by 
Braſs! I did not ſee thee, Braſs. What news doſt taking ever ſo much pains to preſerve them; 1 dare 
thou bring ? not raife a lye of a man, tho' he neglects to make 
Braſs. Only 2 Ketter from Aremfiites Madam. love to me; nor report a woman to be a fool, tho“ 
Clar. Give it me—Open it for me, Flippanta; I | ſhe's handſomer than I am. In ſhort, I dare notſa 
am ſo lazy to-day, [Sits down. much as bid my footman kick the people out of 
1. (To Flip. ] Be ſure now you deliver my |doors, tho' they come to aſk me for what I owe 
5. s as carefully as I do this. them. 
lip. Don't trouble thyſelf; I'm no novice. Flip. All this is very hard indeed, 
Clar. [To Brafs.] Tis well; there needs no an- | Clar. Ah, Flippanta, the perquiſites of quality are 
ſwer, fince ſhe'll be here ſo ſoon, of an unſpeakable value! 
" Braſs. Your ladyſhip has no farther commands | Flip. They are of ſome uſe, I muſt confeſs; but 
then? _ WY we muſt not expect to have every thing. You have 
. Clar. Not at this time, hone 2 Iraſs—Flip- wit and beauty, and a fool to your huſband=Come, 
. panta! [Exit Braſs, come, Madam, that's a good portion for one. : 
1 Flip. Madam. I | Clar, Alas! what fignifies beauty and wit, when 
Ciar. My huſband's in love. Ma ſone dares neither jilt the men, nor abuſe the wo- 
Flip. In love! "7%. men? *Tis a fad thing, Flippanta, when wit's con- 
bY 6 With Araminta, - - |fin'd; I have been ſometimes almoſt choak'd with 
12 p. Impoſſible! ng? ſcandut, and' durſt not cough it or, for want of 
ar. This letter from her, is to give me an ac- being a 'counteſs. | 
count of it. Flip. Poor lady! 
Flip. Methinks you are not very much e Clar. Oh, liberty is a fine thing, Flippanta! it's 
0 Clar. No; thou know'ſt I'm not much tortured ſa great help in converſation to have leave to ſay what 
6 * jealouſy. one will. I have feen a woman of quality, who has 
F Flip. Nay, you are mock in the right on't, Ma- not had one grain of wit, entertain a whole com- 
R dam; for jealouſy's a city paſſion ; tis a thing un- |pany the moſt agreeably i in the world, only with her 
known amongſt people of quality. malice. But 'tis in vain to repine; I can't * 
Clar. Fie! A woman muſt indeed be of a me- my condition till my huſband dies; fo I'll fa 
chanic mould, who is either troubled or pleaſed | more on't, but chink of making the moſt ol the the 
with any thing her huſband can do to her. Pr'y- ate I am in. 
thee, mention him no more; *tis the dulleſt theme !| Flip. That's your beſt way, Madam; and in or- 
Flip. *Tis ſplenetic indeed. But when once you [der to it pray, conſider how you'll get ſome ready. 
| open your daſſet table, I hope that will 1 out money to ſet your baſſet⸗ table a going; for that's 
e of your head. necefſary, .. 
Clar. Alas, Flippanta, I begin. to grow weary Clar. Thou ay true: but what trick I malt 
WF even of the thoughts of that too! play my huſhand to get ſome, 1 don't know; for my 
nd Ti. How ſo! pretence of lofing my diamond necklace has put the 
ay Clar, Why, I have thing on't a day and a aol man into ſuch a paſſion, 1 m afraid he won't hear 
already; and four-and- twenty hours, thou know'R, reaſon. 
is enough to make one weary of any thing. Flip, No matter; he begins to think 'tis loſt in 
wh Flip. Now, by my conſcience, you have more|earneſt; ſo I fancy you e tene, to 27 it, and 
2 woman in you than all your ſex together Vou ne- raiſe money that way. 
* ver know what you would have. Clar. That can't be; for he has left 50000 notes 
ne Clar. Thou miſtak't the thing quite. I always|with all the goldſmiths in town, 
5 know what 1 lack, but I am never. pleaſed with] Flip. Well, we muſt pawn it then. 
* what I have, The want of a thing is perplexing] Clar. I'm quite tired With dealing with thoſe 
enough, but the poſſeſſion of it is intolerable. pawnbrokers, 
ut Flip. Well, I don't know what you are made of, Flip. I'm afraid you'll chaninns the trade 2 great 
: but other women would think themſelves bleſs'd in| while, for all that. HA [ Afide, 
on't your caſe: handſome, witty, loved by every body; r a : | 
and of ſo happy a compoſure, to care a fig for no- | nter Jeſſamin· 
1 in body. You have no one paſſion but that of your| FJeſ. Madam, there's the woman below that fella 
cit, pleaſures, and you have in me a ſervant devoted toſ paint and patches, iron bodice, falſe teeth, and-all 
ie?  *! your deſires, let them be as extravagant as they | ſorts of things to the ladies; I can't think of thor 
allen will. Yet all this is nothing z you can ſtill be out name. 
1 of humour. | Flip. Tie Mrs. Amlet; ſhe wants money. 

Clar, Alas, I have too much cavſe!. Clar. Well, I han't enough for myſelf; it's an un- 
inty Flip. Why, what have you to complain of? reaſonable thing ſhe ſhould think 1 hoes: any for her. | 
Well, Clar. Alas, I have more ſubjects for ſpleen than | Flip. She's a troubleſome jade. 

Wel one ! Is it not a moſt horrible thing that I ſhould be | . C/ar, So are all people that come a duaning. 

wet but a ſcrivener's wife ? Come, don't flatter me—-| Flip, What will you do with her? EF -* 

Aut all don't you think nature defigned me on ſomething | Clar. I have juſt now thought on't. She's very 

22 eee? rich; that woman is, F lippanta; Pu borrow ſome 
Fl. Nay, that's certain; but, on bother ſide, 1 of her. 


meihinks you ought to be in ſome meaſure con- 1-5 Borrow | Sure you jeſt, Madame · * 


6 
Clar. No, I'm in e 
to do it for me. 

Flip. Me! 

Clar. Why doſt thou ſtare, and hook ſo 3 
Don't I ſpeak to be underſtoodꝰ 

Flip. Ves, I underſtand you well enoughz but 
Mrs. Amlet Fre 

| Clar. But Mrs. Amlet mul lend me ame money 
where ſhall I have any to pay ber elſe? 

Flip. That's true; I never thought of that, truly. 
But here the is. 


Enter Mrs. Amlet. 


Clar. How do you do? How do you do, Mrs. 
Amlet? I ha'n't ſeen you theſe thouſand years 
and yet 1 believe I'm down in your books. 

As. Oh, Madam, I don't come for that, alack 

Flip. Goot- -morrow, Mrs. Amlet. 

An. . Mrs. Flippanta. 

Clar. How much am I indebted to you, Mrs. 

Amiet? 
Am. Nay, if your ladyſhip defires to ſee your bill, 


17 I may have it about me— There, Madam, 
it ben't too much fatigue to you to look it over. 


Clar. Let me ſee it; for I hate to be in debt 
where I am obliged to pay. [Aſde.]— Reads. 
 < Imprimiz, For bolſtering out the Counteſs of 
Crump's left hip. —— Oh, fie! ! this does not be- 
long to me. 

Am. I beg your ladyſhip's oa I miſtook ins 
deed; tis a counteſs's bill I have writ out to little 
gurpoſe. I furniſted her two years ago with three 


air of hips, and am not paid for them yet, But 


me are better cuſtomers than ſome. There's your 
laeyſhip's bill, Madam. 

Clar. ¶ Reads. ] (4 For the idea of a new- invented 
commode. - Ay, this may be mite; but tis of 
prepoſterous length. Do you think I can waſte time 
ta read every article, Mrs. Amlet? I'd as lief rea 
a ſermon. 

Am. Alack-a-day, thete s no need of farlguiag 
yourſelf at that rate ! caft an eye only, if your ho- 
nour pleaſes, upon the ſum. total. 

i Clar. Total, fifty-ſix pounds —and odd things. 

Flię. But fix-and-fifty pounds! 

Am. Nay, another body would have made it 
twice as much; but there's a blefling goes along 
with a moderate profit. 

Clar. Flippanta, go to my caſhier, let him give 
you fix-and-fifty pounds. Make haſte. Don't 
you bear me? Six-and-fifty pounds. Is it ſo diffi- 
cult to be comprehended ? 

Flip. No, Madam—I—1 comprehend abc 
fifty pounds - bu. 

Clar. But go and fetch it then. 

Flip. What ſhe means I don't know; but I ſhall, 
| Lſuppaſe, before I bring her the money. ¶ Ajfide. Ex. 

Clar. ¶ Setting ber bair in a pocket-glaſs.] The 
trade you follow gives you a great deal of trouble, 
Mrs. Amlet. 

Am. Alack-a-day, a world of pain, Madam! and 


vot there's ſmall profit, as Your hon cu ſees by your| 


bill. 
Clar. Poor woman! Sometimes you have great 
loſſes, Mrs. Amlet. a 
An. I have two thouſand pounds owing me, of 
which I ſhail never get ten ſhillings, 


Clar. Poor woman! You have a great charge of 


children, Mrs. Amlet? 
Au. Only one wicked rogue, Md _ 1 
think, will break my heart. 

Clar. Poor woman 


Am. Hl be hanged, Madam; that will bathe 


end of him. Where he 5 ts Heaven 8 
but he's always ſhaking his heels with the ladies, 
and his elbows with the lords. 
prince, and as gim as the beſt of them. But the 
ungracious rogue tells all he comes near that his 
mother is dead, and I am but his nurſe, 4. 

Clar. Poor woman ! 


Am. Alas, Madam, he's like the reſt of the 


world. — Every body's for appearing to be mary 
than they are, and that ruins all. 


 Clar, Well, Mrs. Amlet, you'll excrſe ms 3 1 


have a little buſineſs. Flippanta will bring you your 

money preſently. Adieu, Mrs. Amlet. [ Exit. 

Am. I return your honour many thanks 

there's a good lady! not ſo much as read her d 

If the reſt were like her, I ſhould ſoon have m 

enough to bo 6 fine as Dick himſelf. 
| Enter Dick. 


* ; 


|| Dick. Sure Flippanta muſt have given my lacs? 


by this time. ? Jong to know wow it has been re- 
ceived, * 


A 
Am. Miſericordel. what do I ſee ? . 
Dick. Fiends and bags! —the witch, my mother! 


art thou doing here? 

Dick. What a misfortune! UA Mde. 

Am. Good lard, how thou art bravely AI 
But it's all one; I am thy mather ſtil!; and tho 
thou art a wicked child, nature will ſpeak; I love 
thee ſtill Ah, Dick! my poor Dick 

[Embracing him. 

Dick. Blood and thunder! will you ruin ma? 

[ Breaking from her. 

Am. Ah, the blaſphemous rogue, how hefe! 

Dick. You deſtroy all my hopes, 

Am, Will your mother's kiſs deſtroy you, var- 
let ?——-Thou art an ungracious bird. Kneel down, 
and aſk my bleſſing, firrah. k 

Dick. Death and furies ! 7 

Anm. Ah, he's a proper young man! See what a 
hape he has— Ah, poor child! 

{Running to embrace bim, be fill auoidi ber. 

Diek. Oons, keep off! the woman's mad. If 
any body comes, my fortune's loſt, 


Am. What fortune, ha? Speak, Graceleſs—Ah, 


Dick; thoul't be hanged, Dick! 
Dick. Good dear mother, don't call me Dick hare: 
Am. Not call thee Dick! Is it not thy name? 


What ſhall I call thee? Mr. Amlet? Ha! Art not 
thou a preſumptuous raſcal? Hark you, firrah; I 


hear of your tricks; you difown me for your mo- 
ther, and ſay I am but your nurſe. Is not this true? 


Dick. No, I love you, I reſpe@ you; | Taking 


ber band.] I am ail duty, But if you diſcover me 


here, you ruin the faireſt proſpect that man ever had. 


Am. What proſpect? Ha! Come, this is a lye now. 

Dick. No, my honovred parent, what I ſay is 
true; I'm about a great fortune. I'll bring you 
home a daughter-in-law in a coach and fix horſes, 
if you'll but be quiet. I can't tell you more now. 

Am. Is it poſſible? | "4 | 

Dick. Tis true, by Jupiter. ; 

Am. My dear lad 

Dick. For Heaven's ſake—— 

Am. But, tell me, Dic 

Dick. I'll follow you home in a —— and tell 
you all. 

Am, What a ſhape is there % — 

Dick. Pray, mother, go. 

An. I muſt receive ſome money here gra, which 
ſhall go for thy wedding-dinner. 

Dick. Here's . coming e au 
betray me! 


- 


He's as fine as a 


Am. Nay, "tis . my poor Dick! What 


of yours in my pocket, Colonel. 


* eie, well-bred gentleman this, Mrs. 6 


: indeed, but never ſaw him before. 


they have ſomething in their aly does ſo diſtingui 


Tux co N F E DE R A CN 


Enter Flippanta. 

He makes figns to his mother. | a 

Dick. Good-morrow, dear Flippanta; how do 
all the ladies within? 
Flip. At your ſervice, Colonel; as far, at leaſt, 
as my intereſt goes. 
Am. Colonel! —Law you, now, how Dick's re- 
Tpefted ! ! . [ Afide. 
Diet. Waiting for thee, Fli ippanta, I was mak- 
ing acquaintance with this old gentlewoman here, 
v r The pretty lad! He's as impudent as a page. 


F Ude, 
| Who i is this good woman, Flippanta 

A gin of all trades; an old daggling cheat, 

obbles about from houſe to houſe, to bubble 

ladies of their money. I have a ſmall buſineſs 


Diek. An anſwer to my letter? * 

Flip. So quick indeed ? No, it's your letter itſelf, 

Dit. Haſt thou not given it then yet ? 

Flip. L ha'n't had an opportunity ; but *twon't 
be long firſt, Won't you go in and ſee my lady? 

Dick, Yes, I'll go make her a hort vifit. But, 
dear Flippanta, don't forget * fe and fortune 
are in your hands. 

4 Never fear; I'll take care of them 

How he traps them Let Dick alone. [ Afide. 
ick. [To bis mother, ] Your ſervant, good Ma- 
dam. | [Ex, Dick: 

Am. Your honour's moſt devoted A pretty, 


Pray, whom may he be? 

Flip. A man of great note; Colonel Shapely. 

Am. Is it poſſible? 1 haired much of him 
One may ſee 
quality in every limb of him—He's a fine man, truly. 

Flip. I think yoy are in love with him, Mrs. 
Amlet, 

Am. Alas, thoſe days are done with mal but if 1 
were as fair as I was once, and had as money 
as ſome folks, Colonel Shapely ſhould notieatch g 
for want of a bedfellow. I love your men of rahk 1 


x 


them from the raſcality. _ 

Flip. People of quality are ine things indeed, 
Mrs. Amlet, if they had but a little more money; 
but for want of that, they are forced to do things 
their great ſouls are aſhamed of. For example, here's 
my iady—ſhe owes you but ſix-and-fifty penn, 

Am. Well! 

Flip. Well, and the has it not by her to pay you. 

An. How can that be? 

Flip. I don't know ; hercaſh-keeper's out of bo- 
mour; he ſays he has no money. 


Am, What a Ae piece of vermin is a ; 


caſh-keeper! Tell his lady he has no money! 
Now, Mrs. Flippanta, you may fee his bags are full, 
by his being ſo ſaucy. 

Flip. If they are, there's no help for't; he'll do 
what he pleaſes, till he comes to make up his yearly 
Accounts. 

Am. But Madam plays ſometimes; ſo, when ſhe 
has good fortune, ſhe may pay me out ofher winnings. 

Flip. Oh, ne'er think of that, Mrs. Amlet; if 
the had won a thouſand pounds, ſhe'd rather die i in 
a gaol, than off a farthing with it, 

Am. Why, what ſhall we do, then? For I ha'n't 
one penny to buy bread. 

Flip. I'll tell you—ir juſt now comes in my head, 
I know my lady has alittle occafion for money at | 


An. Sure, Mrs. | 
a fool of me. 
Flip. No, the devil fetch me if 1 do Vou ſhall 
have a diamond necklace in pawn, 
An. O ho, a pawn! That's another exſe—And 
when muſt ſhe have the money? 
2 I quarter of an hour. 
„Sey no more. Bring the necklace to my 
houlez it hall be ready for you. 

II be with you in a moment. 
Am. Adieu, Mrs. Flippanta. 
Flip. Adieu, Mrs. Amlet. (Exit Amlet.] 83 
this ready money will make us all happy— this 
ſpring will ſet our baſſet-table a going, and that's a 
wheel will turn twenty others. My lady's young 
and handſome ; ſhe'll have a dozen intrigues upon 
her hands, before ſhe has been twice at her prayers. 
So much the better; the more the grift, the richer 
the miller. Sure never wench got into ſo hopeful 
a place; here's a fortune to be ſold, a miſtreſs to 
be debauched, and a maſter to be ruined, If I 
don't feather my neſt, and get a good huſband, I 
deſerve to die, both a maid and a beggar. 


2 . 
EE ih” | 
SCENE, Mr. Gripe's Houſe. - 
Enter Clariſſa and Dick. | | 
HAT in the name of dulnefs is the 
matter with you, Colonel? You are 
as ſtudious 8 cracked chymiſt. 
Dick. My head, Madam, is full of your huſband, 
ik The worſt furniture for a head in the uni- 
verſe, 
«| Dick. Iam thinking of his paſſion for your friend 
Araminta, 


Clar, Paſſion Dear Colonel, give it a leſs 
"a name. 3 


Clar. 


Enter Braſs. 

Dick. Well, Sir, what want | 

Braſs. The affair I told you of ach goes ill, [To Dick 

aſide. | There's, an action out! h 

Dick. The devil there is! 

Clar, What news brings Braſs ? 

Dick.” Before Gad I can't tell, Madam ; the dog 

will never ſpeak out. My Lord What-d'ye-calle 

him waits for me at my lodging: is not that it? 

Braſs. Ves, Sir. 

Dick. Madam, I aſk your pardon. 

Clar. Your ſervant, Sir, * Dick and 

1 Jeſſamin! | [ She fits dtn. 
Enter Jefamia. 

bo Madam. | 

lar. Where's Corinna? Cat bur to me, if hey 

father han't locked her up: I want her company. 

Zeſ. Madam, her guittar-maſter is with her. 

Clar. Pſhaw! ſhe's always taken up with her ime 

pertinent guittar-man. Flippanta ſtays an age with 

that old fool, Mrs. Amlet: and Araminta, vefore 

ſhe can come abroad, is ſo long a placing her co- 

quette-patch, that I muft be a year without com- 

pany, How inſupportable is a moment's nn 

to a woman of ſpirit and pleaſure ! 

Enter Flippanta. 

Oh, art thou come at laft? Pr'ythee, Flippanta, 

learn to move a little quicker, thou knoweſt how 

impatient I am. 


Flip. Yes, when you expect money: if you had 


this time: ſo—if you lend her—a hundred pounds, | ſent me to buy a prayer-book, you'd have thought 


Oye ſee — then the may pay you your fa ad- fy l I had flown. 


out of it, 1 


Clar. * haſt thou brought me any after all ? 


8 | 

Flip. Ves, I have broughtſame. There, [Giving 
ber a purſe.) The old hag has truck off her bill, 
the reſt is in that purſe. 
Clar. Tis well! but take care, Flippanta, my 
huſband don't ſuſpect any thing of this, twould vex 
him, and I don't love to make him uneaſy: ſol 
would ſpare him theſe little ſort of nds, by 
keeping them from his knowledge. 

Flip. See the tenderneſs ſhe has for kim; ondhe: 
he's always a complaining of you. 

Clar. Tis the nature of them, Flippanta ba hul⸗ 
band is a growling animal. 

Flip. How exactly you define them! 
_ Clar. Oh, I know them, Flippanta: FEI, I 
confeſs my poor wretch diverts me ſometimes with 
his i-humours. I wiſh he would quarrel with me 

to-day a little, to paſs away the time, for 1 find 

myſelf in a violent ſpleen.-Flippanta! 

Flip. Madam. 
F Clar. My cardinal and gloves, and a coach to the 

oor, 

Flip. Why, whither are you going? 

Clar. I can't tell yet, but I would go ſpend ſome 
money, ſince I have it. 

Flip. Why, you want nothing that I know of, 

Clar. How aukward an objection now is that, as 
if a woman of education bought things becauſe ſhe 
wanted them, 

Enter Araminta. 


| Lard, what a tedious while you have let me exped᷑ 


you? I was afraid you were not wells how do you 
do to-day? 

Ara. Ay well as a woman can do, that has not 
ſlept all night. 

Flip. Methinks, Madam, you are prone well 
awake, however. 

Ara, Oh, 'tis not a little thing will make a wo- 
man of my ſpirits look drowſy. 1 


Clar. But pr'ythee, what was't diſturbed ” % ; 


Ara. Not your huſband, don't trouble you j 
at leaſt, I am not in love with him yet. 

Clar. Well remembered, I had quite Gade 4 
matter. I wiſh you much joy; you have made 


ble conqueſt indeed! 


Ara. But now I have ger kress pray 
3s it worth my keeping? You kn o 1 vin 
vou have tried it. 7 

Clar. A barren ſoil, Heaven can tell. 2 

Ara. Vet if it were well cultivated, it would pro- 
duce ſomething to my knowledge. Do you know 
*tis in my power to ruin this poor thing of yours ? 
His whole eſtate is at my ſervice. 

Flip. Cods-fiſh, ſtrike him, Madam, and let my 
lady go your halves. There's no fin in plunderin 
a huſband, ſo his wife has ſhare of the booty. 

Ara. Whenever the gives me her orders, 1 ſhall 
de very ready to obey them. 

Clar. Why, as odd a thing as ſuch a project may 


. feem, Araminta, 1 believe I ſhall have a little ſe- 


rious diſcourſe with you about it, But pr'ythee tell 
me how you have paſſed the night? For I am ſure 
Jour mind has been roving upon ſome pretty thing 
or other. 

Ara. Why, I have been ſtudying all the ways my 

brain could produce to plague my huſband. 

Clar. No wonder indeed you look ſo freſh this 
morning, after the ſatisfaction of ſuch pleaſing ideas 
all night, 

Ara. Why, can a woman do leſs than ſtudy miſ- 

chief, when ſhe has tumbled and toſſed herſelf into 


a a burning fever, for want of ſleep. 


' Clar. Now fee the difference of women's tem- 
pers; * my dear would make but one 9 of his 


together! Poor birds! What-would they 


ag im Ute. 
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whole life, and only walten to make his will, I 


we'll diſcourſe more of cheſe matters as we go, for 
I muſt make a tour among the ſhops. 


of them as we rattle along, ; 


hackney-coach is a natural enemy to a huſband: 
¶[Exeunt Clar, and Aram 


ble perſons are there gone to hold a counſel of War 
with 


their time, if the plaguing their huſbapd 
help them to employment]! Well, if * 
the root of all evil, then matrimony's*; 
ſomething, for it ſets many a poor woman tow 
But herecomes Miſs. I hope I ſhall help her into 
the holy ſtatt too ere long. And when ſhe's one 
there, if ſhe don't play her part as well as the b 
of them, I'm; miſtaken. Han't 1 loſt the letter I'm 
to give her? No, here 'tis; ſo, now we ſhall ſee 


N v .% \ e 2 Corinna. | 


Flippanta? They tell me, ſhe was aſking for me. 
Flip. She's juſt gone out; ſo I ſuppoſe 'twas no 

great buſineſs, | , 
Cor. Then I'll go into my chamber again. 


Cor. Make haſte then, for you know my father 


ſpoil me. 

Flip. I ſpoil you! He's an unworthy man to give 
you ſuch ill impreſſions of a woman of my honour, 

Cor. Nay, never take it to heart, Flippanta, for T 
don't believe a word he ſays. But he does fo plague 
i hi e I'm amatt wee of 

8 ; . dd 
ea ©. what Gads fault with, NU 

Cos, Nay, I don't know, for I never x06 Aim ; 
1 he has babbled for two hours together, me- 
thinks I have heard a mill going, that's all, It does 
not at all change my opinion, Flippanta, it wy 
makes my head ache. 

Flip. Nay, if you can bear it ſo, N, are not to 
be pitied ſo much as 1 thought. 

Lor, Not pitied! Why, is it not 2 miſerable. 
thing, ſuch a young creature as I am ſhould be kept 
in perpetual {olituce, with no other company but a 
parcel of old oY maſtete, to teach me geo- 
graphy, arithmetic, iloſophy, and a thoufand 
{uſeleſs things? Fine x ieot, indeed, for a 
young maid at ſixteen ! Methinks one's time mighe 
be better employed. 

Flip, Thoſe things will improve your wit. 

Cor, Fiddle faddle; han't I wit enough already! 
My mother-in-law has learned none of this trum- 


Flip. Then you envy her, I find, 

Cor. And well I may, Does ſhe not do what fe 
has a mind to, in ſpite of her huſband's teeth ? 

Flip. Look you there now; [ Afide.] if the has 
not already conceived that, as the ſupreme bleſſing 
of life. 

Cor. I'll tell you what, Flippanta; if my mother- 
in-law would but ſtand by me alittle, and encourage 
me, and let me keep her company, I'd rebel againſt 
my father to-morrow, and throw all my books in 
the fite. Why, he can't touch a groat of my por» 
tion; do you know that, Flippanta ? | 


ſhould be the happieſt wife in the univerſe. But | 


Ara. I have a coach waits at the door, ven talle _ 


Clar. The beſt place in nature; for youkagw a 


Flip. [Soia.] What a pretty little pair of arhila- = | 


I oy work with wry oy art ſhe | 


Cor. What does my mother-in-law want with meß 


| Flip. Nay, hold a little if you pleaſe, 1 have- 4 
ſome buſineſs with you myſelf, of more concern * 
than what ſhe had to ſay to you. 


won't let me keep 288 company; he ſays, you'll 1 


pery, and is not ſhe as happy as the day is long? hy 


Ma- my 


are free, and 1 may think in my turn, 
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Flip, So] ſhall ſpoil her, [¶Aſide.] Pray Heaven 
the girl don't debauch me. . 
Cor. Look you: in ſhort, he may think what he 
pleaſ's, he may think himſelf wiſe; ay ae 
m but a 


i} *tigtrue, and a fool too, if you believe him; 


dut let him know, a fooliſh girl may make a wiſe 


* +; Now it's out 


wy 
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more experienes. 


man's heart ache; ſo he had as good be quiet. 


Flip. Very well, 1 love to ſee a young woman 
have ſpirit; it's a ſign ſhe'll come to ſomething. 
C 


d me quite another thing, I'm a dev» 
the bottom; I wiſh you'd but let me 
Mongſt you. dog 

That never can be, till you are married, 
examine your ſtrength a littlgy Do you 
„jou durſt venture upon a dub 


4 
Cor, A huſband! Why a—if you would but en- 


courage me. Come, Flippanta, be a true friend 
now; I'll give you advice, when I have got a little 
Do you, ia gur very conſcience 


and ſoul, think I am old enough take married ? 
Flip. Old enough !! Why, eu an kx teen, are 


you not? 8 
Cor. Sixteen! I am fixteen, two months, and 
odd days, woman. I keep an exaQ@ account. 
Flip. The deuce you are! WE 
Cer. Why, do you then truly and fincerely think 
4 


I am old enough ? 
Flip. I do, upon my faith, child. 


Cor. Why, then, to deal as fairly with you, Flip- 
panta, 8s you do with me, I have thought ſo any 
time theſe three years. | . 

Flip. Now I find you have more wit than ever I 
thought you had; and to ſhew you what an opinion 
I have of your diferetion, I'll ſhewyyou. a thing 1 
thought to have thrown into the ira 5 

or. What is it, for Jupiter's ſeke 

Flip. Something will make your 


* 


3 
1 1 


'4 "4 
wi oc 


within you, , | „ 
Cor. 5 Sag Flippar 1 J We % yr. *.* 
Flip. What do you thinkat is? n 
Cor. I don't know, nor I don't eare, m mad 


to have it. 2 
Flip. It's a four - cornered thing. 
| [Showing 
Cor. Oh, lard, a letter Is there ever a tok; 
Flip. Yes, and a precious one too. hh 
handſome young gentleman's heart. 
Cor. A handſome young gentleman” 
then it's time to look grave. 
There. 
Cor. I ſhan't touch it. 
Flip, What's the matter now? 
Cor. I ſhan't receive lt. 
Flip. Sure you jeſt. 
Cor. You'll find 1 


4% Fare 


d I don't. I underſtand myſelf 
better, than to take letters, when I don't know 
who they are from. 

Flip. I'm afraid I commended your wit too ſoon. 


Cor. Tis all one, I ſhan't touch it, unleſs 1 


know who it comes from. | 

Flip. Hey-day! open it, and you'll ſee, 

Cor. Indeed I ſhall not. 

Flip. Well then I muſt return it where I had it. 

Cor. That won't ſerve your turn, Madam; my 
father muſt have an account of this. 

Flip. Sure you are not in earneſt? 

Cor. You'll find I am. Fs 

Flip. So, here's fine work, This tis to deal 

with girls before they come to know the diſtinction 


of ſexes. 2 COLO 


4 


| 
j 


by 8 = aA 
A 5 kd 


Cor. Confeſs, whi en had it. from, and - 
haps, for this once, I mayn't tell my father. 

Flip. Why then, fince it muſt out, twas the Co- 
lonel; but why are you ſo ſcrupulous, Madam? 
Cor. Becauſe, if it had come from any body elſe 


I would not have given a farthing for it. 


_—_ [ Twwitching it eagerly out of her band. 

Flip. 4b, my dear little rogue, [Xing ber.] 
Von frightened me out of my wits. | 

Cor, Let me read it, let me read it, let me read it, 

let me read it, I ſay. Um, um, um—Cupid's—um, 


Fgippanta ! if you would but encourage um, um Darts— um, um, um,—Beauty——uho— 


harms— um, um, um— Angel-um—Goddeſs, um 
Kiſffing—the letter.] Um, um, um—truett lover, 
um, um — Eternal conſtancy-—um, um, um 
Cruel um, um, um—Racks—um, um, um 
Tortures—um, um — fifty daggets—- um, um 
bleeding heart, um, um— dead man. - Very well, 
a mighty civil letter I propoſe you; not one (mutty 
word in it: I'll go lock it up in my comb=bax., 

Flip. Well—bur what does he ſay to you? 

Cer, Nut a word of news, Flippantaz 'tis all 
about bulineſs. 

Flip. Does he not tell you he's in love with you? 

Cor. Ay, but he told me that before, 

Flip. How ſo? He never ſpoke to you? 

Cor, He ſent me word by his eyes. 

Flip. Did he ſo? Mighty well. I thought you 
had been to learn that language, 
| Cor. Oh, but you thought wrong, Flippanta. 
What, becauſe 1 don't go a viſiting, and ſee the 
world, you think I know nothing. But you ſhould 
confider, Flippanta, that the more one's alone, the 
more one thinks; and 'tis thinking that improves 
a girl, 
than I am now, by more than I'll baaſt of, I 
thought of things would have made you ſtire again. 
Flip. Well, ſince you are ſo well verſed in your 
buſineſs, I ſuppoſe I need not inform you, that if 


treſſe o them? | | 

Flip can't ſay they all die—No, Ican't 
ſay th e ; Pat truly, I believe it would go very 
hard with the Colonel. 


Yard, I would not have my hands in blood 
Hands; and therefore, Flippanta—If you'll 
encourage me #1 

Flip. Oh, by all means an anſwer. 

Cor, Well, fince you ſay it then, I'll e'en in and 


so it, though I proteſt to you, (left you ſhould think 
me too forward now) he's the only man that wears 
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ja beard I'd ink my fingers for. May be, if I marry 
him in a year or two's time I mayn't be ſo nice. 
[ Afdes] | Exit Corinna, 


Flip. [Cola.] Now Heaven give 


im joy; he's 
like to have a rare wife o'thee. 


But where there's 


a bleſſed time on't, who marry for love, See Jum 
here comes an example—Araminta's dread lord. 

Fo Enter Moneytrap. | 
Mon. Ah, Flippanta ! How do you do, good 
Flippanta? How do you do ? 8 
Flip. Thank you, Sir, well, at your ſervice. 
Mon. And how does the good family, your maſ- 
ter, and your fair miſtreſs? Are they at home? 
Flip. Neither of themz my maſter has been 
gone out theſe two hours, and my lady is juſt gone 
with your wife, 


I'll have you to know when 1 was younger 


money, a man has a plaiſter to his ſore, They have 


Men, Well, I won't ſay I have leſt my labour, 1 ö 
however, as long as I have met with you, Flip- 


5 


ö 


/ | 


[4 
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panta; for I have wiſhed 
portunity to talk with you a little, You won't: 
rake it amiſs, if I ſhould aſk you a Yew queſtions ? 

Flip. Provided you leave me to my liberty in my 
anſwers. What's this cot-quean going to pry into 
now ! Jide. 
Win. Pr'ythee, good Flippanta, how do your 

maſter and miftreſs live together ? * 

Flip. Live! Why—like man and wife, generally 
out of humour, complain of one another; and per- 
baps, have both reaſon. In ſhort, tis much as "tis 
at your houſe. 25 

Mon. Good lack ! But whoſe fide are you gent - 
rally of? ö 

Fp. O' the right fide always, my Jady* 8. And 
if you'll have me give you my opinion of theſe mat- 
rers, Sir, 1 do not think a huſband can ever be in 
the right. 

Mon, Ha! 

Flip. Little, peeking, creeping, ſneaking, ſtin- 
sy, covetous, cowardly, dirty, cuckoldly en. 

Mon. Ha! 

Flip. Hark you, Sir, ſhall I deal elaialÿ with 
you? Had T got a huſband, I would put hi 
mind, that he was married as well as I. er 

For were I the thing call'd a wife, 
And my fool grew too fond of his power, 
He ſhould look like an aſs all his life, 
For a prank that I'd play him in an hour. 
Tol lol la ra tal tol, Cc. 
Do you obferve that, Sir? 


Mon. I do; and think you would be in the right; | 


on't. But; pr *ythee, why doſt not give this advice to 
thy miſtreſs ? 
Flip. For fear it ſhould go round to vour Wife, 
Sir, for you know they are play-fellows. 
Mon. Oh, there's no danger of my wife; the 
knows I'm none of thofe huſbands. 
Flip. Are you ſure ſhe knows that, Sir? 
Mon. I'm fure ſhe ought to know it, Flippanta, 
for really 1 have but four faults in the world, 
Flip. And, pray what may they be? 
Mon. Why, I'm alittle flovenly, 1 ſhift 


a week. 
Flip. Fough ! 3 
Mon. 1 am ſometimes out of hu we”, 
Flip. Provoking! 4. 
Mon, I don't give her fo much "money a 
have. | 888 
Flip. Inſolent! | 
Mon. And — 
young as I was. 


. e haps, I mayn't be wk ſo 


Flip. The devil! | + 


Men. Ob, but then conſider how 'tis on hos ae; 
Flippanta, She ruins me with waſhing, is always 
out of humour, ever wanting money, and will never 
be older, 

Flip. That laſt article, I muſt confeſs, is a little 
hard upon 82 

Men. Ah, Flippanta! didſt thou but know the 
daily provocations I have, thov'df be the firft to ex- 
cuſe my faults. But now I think on't— thou art 
none of my friend, thou doſt not love me at all; no, 
not at all. 

Flip. And whether is this little reproach going to 
lead us now? 

Mon. Y ou have power over your fair miſtreſs, 
Flippanta. / 

Fl. Sir! 

Men. But what then? you lets me. 

Flip. 1 underſtand you not. rd 

Men. There's not a moment's trouble her giavg 
huſband gives her; but I feel it too. 8 


% 


her's—ahd 2 


teat while for an op- 


Flip. I don't know Ty you mean. 
Mon. If ſhe dic but know” what part I take a 


ſuffering 


Flip. Mighty obſcure. a 

Mon. Well, Pl by ſay uy more 3 — 

Man. If thou wouldſt but tell her on * 

Flip. Still darker and darker. 

Mon. I ſhould not be ungrarefv!. . fon 

=” Ah, now I begin to underftand you. 

1. Flippanta— there + my purſe. 

Flip. Say no more; now ou expdai 
You are in love? 

Mon. Bitterly—and 1 do ſwear by 

Flip. Hold—Spare them for anothi 
Rand in no need of them now. An uſurer that 


with his bs gives ſufficient proof of his 9 
I 


Mon. te my wife, Flippanta. 
Flip. That we'll take upon your| bare word. 
Mon. She's the devil, Flippanta,* 4 
Flip. You like your neighbour” 5 better, 
Mon. 8 angel! 


panta ! 
Flip. E it don't, Sir — keep the reind 


you up to a mummy, 

Mon. * Tis impoſſible the can be ſo vartarons,* to 
let me die. Alas, Flippanta! a very ſmall azgeter 
would ſave my life, 

Flip. Then y'are dead —for we women never grant 
any thing to a man who will be ſatisfied with alittle. 
Men. Dear Flippanta, that was only my modeſty; 
but fince you'll have it out—I 2m a very dragon; 
and ſo your lady will find —if eber ſhe think fit to be 
9 hope you'l: ſtani My friend. & n 

Flip. Mir, as far as dit gots, it tha 

be e 5 ed In your kane. Y * 
Mon, My beſt Fiippanta==tell her— It all * 's 
—tell ber —my bod —— tell her- 


wa 
me, in love! FS 

4 840 a ſweat he's In! But bark! 
dier; for Heaven's fake compoſe 
Rei ou are in ſucha fit, o' my conſcience 
ne ſme „er. 

. Ah, dear, I'm in ſuch an emotion, I dare 


not be feen; 

Flip. e man] it's too little, your love would 
ie your Go air y ſelf in the garden a little, you 
need on't i'faith,*FSbe purs bim out.] A rare 

venture, by m#troth; This will be curious news 
to che Wives. for une bas now put their huſbands 
into their hands, and I think they are too * to 
— — 

Enter Gripe. 

Gripe. Oh, here's the right-hand; the reſt of the 
body can't de far off. Where's my wife, houſewife? 

Flip. An admirable queſtion! - Why, ſhe's gone 
abroad, Sir, 

Gripe. Abroad, abroad, abroad already) Why, 
ſhe uſes to be ſtewing in her bed three hours after 
this time, as late as tis. What makes her gadding 
ſo ſoon? 

Flip. Buſineſs, 1 ſuppoſe. 


mercy u 


l' make her change a light heart for a heavy one. 
Flip. And why would you have her change her 


never looked better in her life. 
j Gripe, Don't tell me of her looks, I have done 


. 
— 


ity it is the low don't allow truck] r · 1 


upon your paſſion; don't let your flame rage ys 
| high, leſt my lady ould be cruel, and it tho 


ſtate's her'ss n 3 


put me in this eloſet for a moment. 


Gripe. Buſineſs ! ſhe has a pretty head for bufineſs 
truly: Oh, ho, let her change her way of living, or 


way of living, Sit? You fee it agrees with her. She 


. Dot be this fortnight. 


with ber looks long fince. But I'll make her change 
her life, or 
Flip. Indeed, Sir, you won't. 
Gripe. Why, what ſhall hinder me, inſolence ? 
Flip. That which hinders moſt huſbands; con- 
tradition, 
Grife, Suppoſe I reſolve I won't be contradicted ? 
Flip. Suppoſe ſhe reſolves you ſhall ? 


- Gripe. A wife's reſolution is not good by law, 


Flip. Nor a huſband's by cuſtom. 

. Gripe. I tell thee I will not bear it. 

ell you, Sir, you will bear it. 

ons, | have borne it three years already. 
at you ſee tis but giving your mind toit. 
y mind to it! Death and the devil! My 


it! 
70. Look ye, Sir, you may ſwear and damn, 
and call the furies to aſſiſt you; but till you apply 


the remedy to the right place, you'll never cure the 
diſeaſe. Vou fancy you have got an extravagant 
wife, is't not ſa? 

Gripe. Pr'ythee change me that word fancy, and 


it is ſo. 
Flip. Why there's it. Men weftrangllly troubled 
You'li wonger now, if 


with the vapours of late. 


I tell you, you have the moſt reaſonable wife in 


tow 2 and that all the diſorders you think you ſee 
in her, are only here, here, here in your own head. 
 [Thbumping bis forehead. 
Gripe. She is then, in thy opinion, a n 
waman? 
Flip. bo my faith, I think ſo, ö 
Erie. ſhall run mad Name me an extrava- 
gance in the world ſhe is not guilty of. 
Flip. Name me an extravagance in the world ſhe 
is guilty of, 
g Oripe. Come then: does not ſhe pu.che whole 
houſe in diſorder? _ 
Flip. Not that T know of, for heh . comes 
into it but 2255 ſlee p. 
$ very well, 


| a 
Does ſhe emplay any one 
16. go nm of her fa- 


SE | 


mil? i 
Flip. She is ſo 8 a N the eaves ic 

entirely to you. 5 
bend more mo- 


Cripe. Admirable! Does not he 


ney i in coach-hire and chair-hire, than would min- 


tain fix children? 
Flip. She's too nice of your gelt to "his fer 
ante in the ſtreets. + . 
2 Good! Do I ſet eye on her 1 | 
a week together? | * 
Flip. That, Sir, is. becauſe you are never Ries 
ring at the, ſame time; yon keep odd hours; you 
are always going to bed when ſhe's an xifog j1 
Juſt when ſhe's coming to bed; 
Gripe, Yes, truly, night into day, 1 into 


night, bawdy-houſe play, that's her trade; but 


theſe. are trifles. Has the not loſt her diamond 
necklace ? Anſwer me to that, trapes ? 
Flip. Ves; and has ſent as many tears after it, 
as if it had been her huſband. 
Gripe, Ah!—the devil take her; but enough. 


her life, and ſo ſhe ſhall know the firſt time I meet 
wife, and lie under one roof, tis very poſſible may 

Flip. [ Sola. ] Nay, thou haſta bleſſed time on't, 
that muſt be confeſſed. 


a huſband! inſupportable to himſelf, and a plague 
to every thing about them. But he'd as good be | 


| ill, for he'll „n u If 1 know her 


Fa 
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Exit Gripe. 
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eee I think I 4% he”) ſet his blood in ſuch a 
erment, it ſhall bubble out at every pore of him; 


*|whiltt her's is ſo quiet in her veins, her pulſe ſhall 


go like a pendulum. [ Exit. 
_ eee 
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SCENE, Mrs, Amlet's Houſe 
Enter Dick. 9 


Dick. HER Ess this old woman ?— A- hey. 
| What the devil, nobody at home! 
Ha! her ſtrong box — And the key in't! "ris ſo, 
[Now fortune be my friend. What the deuce 
Not a penny of money in caſh !==H-4'wNor a checker 
note !—Nor a bank-bili !——f Searches the Prong 
box.]—Nor a crooked ſtick! Nor a—my ere's 
ſomething—A diamond necklace, by all the gods! 
Oons the old woman—zeſt, 4 
Claps the necklace in bis pocket, then runs aw 4 
2 bleſſing. - | 2 
Enter Mrs. A 
Pray mother, pray to, &c. 
Am. Is it poſſible Dick upon his bumble knee! 
Ah, my dear chila l- May Heaven be good unto thee. 
Dick. I'm come, my dear mother, to pay my duty 
to you, and to aſk your conſent to — 
Am. What a ſhape is there! 
Dick. To aſk your conſent, I ſay, to marry a 
great fortune; for what is riches in this world 
without a hleſſing? And how can there be a 1 


Amlet. 


- | without reſpect and duty to parents. 


Ame, What a noſe he has! 

Diet. . therefore it being the 4 of every 
gogd child not te diſpoſe of himſelf in marriage, 
without the 

Am. Now the Lord love thee [ Kiſing him. bor 
thou art a goodly young man, Well, Diek — And 
how goes it with the lady? Are her eyes open to thy 
charms? Does ſhe ſee what's far her own good? Is 
the ſenfible af the bleſſings thou haſt in ſtore for 
her? Ha! is all ſure? Haſt thou broke a piece of 
money with her? Speak, bird, do: don't be mo- 

hidethy love from thy mother, for I'm an 


Nothin: g runder Heaven can preyent my good 
ws M's being diſcovered I am your ſon— 
4 u art till aſhamed of thy natural 
mother Graceleſs! Why, I'm no whore, ſirrah. 
Dick. I know you are notwA whore! Bleſs us 


Am, No; my reputation' s 26 good as the beſt of 
em; and though I am old, I'm chaſte, you raſcal, you. 
Dick. Lord, that is not (the thing we telic of, 
nother; but 
Am. 1 think, as the world AED may be proud 
of marrying their daughter into a yartuous family. 
Dick. Oons, vartue is not the caſe 
Am, Where ſhe may have a good example before 
her eyes. | 
Dick. Oh, Lord ! Oh, Lord ! Oh, Lord! 1 
An. I'm a woman that don't ſo much as en- 


courage an incontinent. look towards me. 
"Tis reſolved, and I will put a top to the courſe of | 


Dick. I tell you, s death, I tell you 
Am. If a man ſhould make an uncivil mation to 


with her; [ Afide.] which though we are man and ſ me, I'd ſpit in his laſcivious face; and all this you 


may tell them, ſirrab. 
Dick. Death and furies! the woman's out of her 
Am. Don't you ſwear, you rafeal you, don't you 


What a miſerable devil is {wear ; we hall haye thee damned at laſt, and then 


I ſhall! be diſgraced. 


; Why, then, in cold blood hear me ſpeak to 
Sl you it's a city fortune I'm _—_ ſhe 


vou: 


— 
— 
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cares not a fig for your virtY 4 e' ll hear of nothing 
but quality ; the has quarreled with one of her 
friendy for having u better complexion, and is te- 
folved ſhe'll marry, to take place of her. 

Am., What a cherry lip is there! 

Dick. Therefore, good, dear mother, now have a 
caie and don't diſcover me; for if you do, all's loſt, 

Am. Deer, dear, how oy fair bride will be de- 
lighted ; gon get thee gone, go: go fetch hor home, 
go fetch her home ; I'll give her a ſack-pollet, and 
a pillow of down (he ſhall lay her head upon, Oo, 
fetch her home, 1 ſay. 

Dick. Take care then of the main chance, my 
dear mother; remember if you diſcover me 

Am. Go, fetch her home, I ſay. 5 

Dick. You promiſe me chen 

Am. March. 

Diel. But ſwear to m 

Am. Be gone, firrah. 

Diel. "des I'll rely upon you But one kiſs be- 
fore | | Kiſſes ber Leartily, and runs off. 

Am. Tow the Lord love thee ! for thou art a 
comfortable young man. [Exit Mrs, Amlet. 

SCENE, Gripe's Houſe. 
Enter Corinna and Flippanta, 

Cor. But hark you, Flippanta, if you don't think 
he loves me eearly, don't give him my letter, after all. 

Flip. Let me alone, 

Cer. Whenhe hasreadit, let him give it you again, 

Flip. Don't trouble yourſelf. 

Cor. And not a word of the pudding to my mo- 
ther-in-law. ba 

Flip. Enough. 

Cor. When we come ts love one nods to the 
purpoſe the ſhall know all. 

Flis. Ay, then *twill be time enough. \ Ya 

Cor. But remember, *tis you make me do all this 


$7 now; ſo if any miſchief comes on't, tis you muſt 


anſwer fort. 
Flip. I'll be your ſecurity. 
Cor. I'm young, and know nothing of the mat- 
ter; butyou have Experience, ſo it's your buſineſs 
to conduct me ſafe. 
Flip. Poor Innocence]! 
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Cor. But tell me in ſerious ſadneſs, Flippanta, | 
does he love me with the very ſoul of him? 


Flip. I have told you ſo an hungred times, and 
yet you are not ſatisfied. 

Cor. But, methinks, I'd fain have him tell me 
ſo himſelf. 

Flip. Have patience, and it ſhall be done. 

Cor. Why, patience is a virtue; that we muſt all 
confeſs——But I fancy, the ſooner it's done the better, 
Flippanta. 
Enter Jeſſamin. 

Jeſ. Madam, yander's your geography-maſter 
waiting for you, 

Cer. Ah, how I am tired with theſe old fum- 
bling fellows, Flippanta. 

Fiip. Well, don't let them break your heart, you 
ſhall be rid of them all ere long. 

Cor. Nay, tis not the fiudy I'm ſo weary of, 
Flippanta, tis che odious thing that teaches me. 
Were the Colonel my maſter, I fancy I could take 


-pleaſure-in learning every thing he could ſhew me. 


Flip. And he can ſhew you a great deal, I can 
tell you that, But get you gone in, her's ſomebody 
coming, we muſt not be (een together, 


N a wilh N will, I will--Oh, the dear Colonel! 
Le. off. 


n 


"ator Mrs. Amlet. | 
Flip. Oh, ho, it's Mrs. Amletnmm 
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ſo; 


Am. Ah, my dear Mrs, Flippanta, I'm In fus 
rious fright, | 
Flip, Why, what's come to you ? 

Am. Ah! mercy on us all=—Madam' s diambnd 
necklace 
Flip, What of that ? 

Am. Are you ſure you left it in my houſe ? 

Flip. Sure left it | a very pretty queſtion truly!“ 
Am. Nay, don't be angry; ſay nothing to Ma- 
damof it, I beſeech you: it will be found again, if 
it be Heaven's good will. Atleaſt, "tis I 
|thetols on't. 'Tis my rogue of a fon h 
| birdlime fingers on't, 

Flip. Yourſon, Mrs, Amlet! Do yo 
children up to ſuch tricks as theſe then 
Am. What ſha'l I ſay to you, Mrs. Flipp 
Can 1 help it? He has been a rogue from his cradle, 
Dick has. But he has his deſerts too, And now 
it comes in my head, mayhap, he may have no Ill 
ceſign in this, neither. 

Flip, No ill deſign, woman ! He's a pretty fellow, 
if he can ſteal a diamond necklace with a good one. 
Am. You don't know him, Mrs, Flippanta, ſo 
well as I that bore him, Dick's a rogue, 'tis true 
but Mum 

Flip. What does the woman mean? 

Am, Hark y6u, Mrs. Flippanta, is not here a 
young gentlewoman in your houſe that wants a 
huſband ? 

Flip. Why do you aſk ? | 

Am. By way of converſation only, it does not 
concern me; but when ſhe marries, I may chance 
to dance at the wedding. Remember, I tell you 
I, who am but Mrs. Amlet. 8 
Flip. You dance at her wedding ! you! 

4 Yes, I, I; but don't trouble Madam about 
her necklaee, perhaps it mayn' t go out of the fa- 
mily. Adieu, Mrs. Flippanta. [Exit Mrs. Amlet. 
Flip. What—what—what does the woman mean? 
The necklace loft ; and her ſon Dick; and a fortune 
to marry: and ſhe | all dance at the wedding; and 
She does * hope, to propoſe a match be- 0 
tween her ſon Dick and Corinna? By my conſci- : 
An old beldame!- 

Enter Braſs. | 

Broſe, Well, huſley, how ſtand our affairs? Has 
Miſs writ us an anſwer yet? My maſter's very im- 
patient yonder. fi 

Flip. And why the deuce does not he come him- 
ſelf? What does he ſend ſuch idle fellows as thee 
of b his errands ? Here I had her alone juſt now: he 

won't have ſuch an opportunity again this month, 01 
I can tell him that. 
Braſs. So much the worlk for him; *tis + his bu- 


ence I believe the does. 


{fineſs/—-But now, my dear, let thee and[ talk a 


little of our own: I grow moſt damnably in love 
with thee; doſt hear that ? 

_ Phu! thou art always timing things wrong; 
my head is full, at preſent, of more important 
things than love | 


Braſs. Then it's full of important things in« we 
deed! Doſt want a privy=counſellor ? 

Flip, I want an aſſiſtant. blo 

Braſs. To do what ? | ( 


Flip. Miſchief, 


Braſs. I'm thy man touch. 25 
Flip. But before 1 venture to let thee Into my eve. 
roject, pr'ythee tell me, whether thou findeſt ana- 0 
tural diſpoſition to ruin a huſband to ovilge his wife? triff 
1 Is ſhe handſome, 4 


+ lip. Yes, # 
Braſe. Why then my diſpoſition's at her ſervice 


you o ſoon to us again, Mrs. Amlet? 


\ Flip, She's beholden to thee, 
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our brains have been at work about. 
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Braſt, Not ſhe alone neither, therefore don't let 
her grow vain upon't;z for I have three or four af- 
fairs of that kind going at this time, 

Flip. Well, go carry this epiſtle from Miſs to 
thy maſter; and when thou comeſt back, I'll tell 
thee thy buſineſs, | 

Braſs. I'll know it before I go, if you pleaſe, 

Flip. Thy maſter waits for an anſwer, 

Braſs. I'd rather he ſhould wait than J. 

Flip. Why then, in ſhort, Araminta's huſband is 
In loyg yith my lady. 
ery well, child, we have a Rowland 
ver: thy lady's huſband is in love with 


ho told you that, firrah? 
5. Tis a negotiation I am charged with, 
pert, Did not tell thee I did en for half the 
town? I have managed maſter Gripe's little affairs 
for him theſe ten years, you ſlut you. 

Flip. Hark thee, Braſs, the game's in our 
hands, if we can but play the cards. 

Braſs. Pique and repique, you jade'you, if the 
wives will fall into a good intelligence, * ' 


4 


Flip. Let them alone; I'll anſwer for them they 


don't ſlip the occaſion.—See here they come. They 
little think what a piece of good news we have 
for them, 
6. Enter Clariſſa and Araminta, 

Clar. Jeſſamin! here, boy, carry up theſe things 
into my dreſſing-room, and break as many of them 
by the way as you can, be fſure.-OQh, art thou 
there, Braſs! What news? EE 

Braſs. Madam, I only talled in as I was going 
by. — But ſome little propoſitions, Mrs. Flippanta 
has been ſtarting, have kept me here to offer your 
ladyſhip my humble ſervice. | X 

Clar. What propoſitions ?. 

Braſs. She'll acquaint you, Madam. 

Aram. Is there any thing new, Flippanta ? 

Flip. Yes, and pretty too. | 


* 


Clar. That follows of courſe; but let's have it | 


uick. a 
Flip. Why, Madam, you have made a conqueſt, 
Clar. Huſſey - But of who? Quick, 

Flip. Of Mr. Moneytrap, that's all. 

Aram. My huſband! 

Flip. Ves, your huſband, Madam: you thought 
fit to corrupt ours, ſo now we are even with you. 

Aram. Sure thou art in jeſt, Flippanta. 

Flip. Serious as my devotions. 

Braſs. And the croſs intrigue, ladies, is what 


Aram. My dear! © [To Clariſſa. 

Clar. My life! | 

Aram. My angel! : | 

Clar. My ſoul! [ Hugging one another. 

Aram. The ſtars have done this. | 

Clar, The pretty little twinklers. 

Flip, And what will you do for them now? 

Clar, What grateful creatures ought; ſhew them 
we don't deſpiſe their favours, , 

Aram, But is not this a wager between theſe two 
block heads ? | 

Cl/ar, I would not give a ſhilling to go the win- 
ner's halves. | 

Aram, Then 'tis the moſt fortunate thing that 
ever could have happened. 

Clar. All your laſt night's ideas, Araminta, were 
trifles to it, 

Aram. Braſs, my dear, will be uſeful to us. 

Braſ:t. At your ſervice, Madam, J 

Clar, Flippanta will be neceſſary, my life, 


; ; 1 3 
Aram. For my party then, I recommend my 

huſband to thee, Flippanta, and make it my ears 

neſt requeſt thou won't leave him one half crown. 

Flip. I'll do all I can to obey you, Madam. 

Braſs. [To Clar,] If your ladythip would give me 
the ſame kind orders for you. 

Clar, Oh, if thou ſpat'ſt him, Braſs, I'm thy 
enemy till I die. | 

Braſs, Tis enough, Madam; I'll be ſure to give 
you a reaſonable account of him. But how do you 
intend we ſhall proceed, ladies? Muſt we ſtorm the 

urſe at once, or break ground in form, and carry 
it by little and little? 

Clar. Storm, dear Braſs, ſtorm z ever whilſt you 
live, ſtorm. 

Aram, Oh, by all means l=-—— Muſt it not be ſoy 
Flippanta ? | | 

Flip. In four-and-twenty hours, two hundred 
pounds a piece, that's my ſentence, 

Braſs. Very well. But, ladies, you'll give me 
leave to put you in mind of ſome little expence in 
favours 'twill be neceſſary you are at, to theſe ho- 
neſt gentlemen. 

Aram. Favours, Braſs! : 
Braſs. Um=—a-—ſome ſmall matters, Madam, I 
doubt muſt be, 

Ciar. Now that's a vile article, Araminta; for 
that thing, your huſband, is ſo like mine. 

Flip. Phu! there's a ſcruple indeed! Pray, Ma- 
dam, don't be ſo ſqueamiſh; tho' the meat be a 
little flat, we'll find you ſavoury ſauce to it. 

Clar. This wench is ſo mad 3 
Flip. Why, what in the name of Lucifer, is iet 
you have to do, that's ſo terrible? . 
Braſs. A civil look only, l 

Aram. There's no great harm in that. 

Flip. An obliging word. 

Clar. That one may afford them. 

Braſs. A little ſmile, 2 propos. 

Aram. That's but giving one's ſelf an air, 

Flip. Receive a little letter, perhaps. | 
Clar. Women of quality do that from fifty odious 
fellows, 
Braſs. Suffer (may be) a ſqueeze by the hand, , 
Aram. One's ſo us'd to that, one does not feel it. 
Flip. Or if a kiſs would do't=—— 
Clar. I'd die firſt. 

Braſs. Indeed, ladies, I doubt twill be neceſſary 
— 

Clar. Get their wretched money, without paying 

ſo dear for it. 
Flip, Weil, juſt as you pleaſe for that, my la- 
dies But I ſuppoſe you'll play upon the ſquare with 
your favour, and not pique yourſelves upon being 
one more grateful than another, 

ike And ſtate a fair account of receipts and 
diſburſements. 9 
Aram. That, I think, ſhould be indeed. 

Clar. With all my heart, and Braſs ſhall be our 
book-keeper, So, get thee to work, man, as faſt 
as thou canſt; but not a word of all this to thy 
maſter. | 

Braſt. I'll obſerve my order, Madam. [Exits 
Clar. I'll have the pleaſure of telling him myſelf 
he'll be violently delighted with it. 'Tis the be 

man in the world, Aramintaz be'll bring us rare 
company to-morrowz all ſorts of gameſters 3 and 
thou ſhalt ſee, my huſband will be ſuch a beaſt to 
be out of humour at it, 

Aram. The monſter |==But, huſh ! here's my dear 
"io pi ythee, let's leave him to Flippanta, 


Flip. She waits your commands, Madam, | 


Fe, he, pray do; I'll bring you a gd, account 


of 8 Warrant you. 


Clar. Diſpatch, then; Ton 
hafte. [Exeunt Clar. and Aram. 

Flip. So, now have at him. Here he comes 
Well try if we can pillage the uſurer, as he does 
other folks. | 


14 oy 
the baſſet-table's in 


Enter Moneytrap. 


Men. Well, my pretty Hits, is thy miſtreſ 


come home ? 

Filip. Yes, Sir. 

Mon And where is the. pr 'ythee? 

Flip. Gone abroad, Sir, 

Mon. How duſt mean? =» 

Flip. I meant tight, Sir=—My lady will come 
home ard go abroad ten times in an hour, when ſhe 
is either ir .ery good humour, or very bad. 

Men. Go d-lack! But I'll warrant, in general, 
tis ner naughty huſband that makes her houſe 
uneaſy to her- Bui haſt thou ſaid a little ſomething 
to he, chicken, for an expiring lover, ha? 

Flip. Saiu—yes, I have ſaid; much good may it 
do me. 

Men. Well, and how? 

Flip. And how — And how do you think you 
would have me do't? And you have ſuch a way 
with you, one can refuſe you nothing. But I have 
brougt myſelf into a fine buſineſs by it. 

Men. Good-lack !—But, 1 hope, Flippanta—— 

Flip. Yes, your hopes will do much, when Iam 
turned out of doors. 1 

Mon. Was ſhe then terrible angry? 

Flip. Oh, had you ſeen how ſhe flew, when ſhe 
faw where 1 was pointing! for, you” muſt know, 
I went round the buſh, and round the buſh, before 
I came to the matter, 

Mon. Nay, tis a tickliſh point, that muſt be 
owned. 

Flip. On my word is it—T mean, where à lady is 
truly virtuous: for that's our caſe, you muſt know. 

Mon. A very dangerous cale indeed. 

Flip. But I can tell you one thing——ſhe has an 
inclination to you. 

Mon. 1s it poflible ? 

Flip. Yes; and I told her 3 at laſt. 

Mon. Well, and what did ſhe anſwer thee? 

Flip. Slap-——and bid me bring it to you for a 
token, [ Giving him a flap on the face. 

Mon. And you have loſt none on't by the way, 
with apox t'ye. [ Aſide 

Flip. Now this, I think, looks the beſt in the 
world. 

Mon. Yea; but it really feels a little oddly, 

Flip. Why, you muſt know, ladies have different 
ways of expreſſing their kindneſs, according to the 
humour they are in. If ſhe had been in a good one, 
It had been a kiſs, But as long as the ſent you 
ſomething, your affairs go well. 

Mon. Why, truly, 1 am n little ignorant in the 
myſterious paths of love; ſo I muſt be guided by 
thee. But, pr'ythee, take her in a good humour, 
Next token the ſends me. | 

Flip. Ah—good humour! 

Mon. What's the matter? 

Flip. Poor lady |—— 

Mon. Ha! 

Flip. It I durſt tell you all 

Mon. What then? 

Flip. You would not expect to ſee her in one a 
good while. 

Mon, Why, I pray? 

Flip. I muſt own I did take an * 
time to talk of love-matters to her. 

Min. Why, what's the matter? 

Flip. Nothing. 

Men, Nay, priythee, tell me. 
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world; 


Flip. I dare not. | 
Mon. You muſt indeed. 
Flip. Why, when women are in d cules how 
can they think of pleaſure? . 
Mon. Why, what difficulties can ſne be in? 
Flip. Nay, I do but gueſs, after all; for the hag 
that grandeur of ſoul, ſhe'd die before ſhe'd tell, 

Mon. But what doſt thou ſuſpect ? | 
Flip, Why, what ſhould one ſuſpect, where 2 


huſband loves nothing but the getting of moneys 


and a wife nothing but ſpending on't ? 
Mon. So the wants that ſame then? 
Flip. I ſay no ſuch thing; I know no 
matter; pray, make no wrong inter 
what I fay; my lady wants nothing that I'W: 
'Tis true, the has had ill-luck at cards of la 


i 


blieve ſhe has ag won once this month: but what 


of that? 
Mon. Ha! | 
Flip. Tis true; I know her ſpirit's that, ſhe'd 


| ſee her huſband hanged, before ſhe'd aſk him for a 


tarthing. 

Mon. Ha 

Flip. And then 1 know him again; he's ſee her 
drown'd, before he'd give her a farthing : but that's 
a help to Jour affair, you know, 

Mon *Tis fo indeed. 6. 

Flip. Ah— Well, Fi fay nothing; but if the 
had none of theſe things to fret her—— , 

Mon. Why, really, F lippanta ; 

Flip. I know what you are going to ſay now; 
you are going to offer your ſervice, but 'twon't do; 
you have a mind to play he gallant now, but it muſt 
not be; you want to be ſhewing your liberality, but 
cwon't be allowed; you'll be preſſing me to offer it, 


| and ſhe'll be in a rage, We ſhall have the devil go do. 


Mon. You miſtake me, Flippantaz I was only 
going to ſay—— 

Flip. Aye, I know what you were going to ſay 
well enough ; but I tell you it will never do ſo. If 


| one could find out ſome way now-aye let me ſee 


Mon. Indeed, I hope 

Flip. Pray, be quiet - No- but I'm thinking 
hum—ſhe'll ſmoke that tho'—let us conſidet— It 
one could find a way to— Lis the niceſt point in 
the world to bring about 
ſhe knows from whence it comes, 

Mon. Shall I try if I can reaſon her huſband out 
ww twenty pounds, to make her eaſy the reſt of her 
life ? 

Flip. Twenty pounds, man! Why, you ſhall 
ſee her ſet that upon a card. Oh, ſhe has a great 
ſoul! Beſides, if her huſband ſhould oblige her, it 
might, in time, take off her averſion to him, and 
by conſequence, her inclination to you. No, no; 
it muſt never come that way. , 

Mon. What ſhall we do then? 

Flip, Hold ſtill] have it—1'll tell you what you 
{hall do. 

Men, Aye. 

Flip. You ſhall make her a=reſtitution=—of two 
hundred pounds, 

Mon, Hala reſtitution ! 

Flip. Yes, yes, 'tis the luekieſt thought in the 
Madam often plays, you know, and folks 
who do ſo, meet now and then with ſharpers, Now 
you ſhall be a ſharper, 

Mon. A ſharper! 

Flip. Aye, aye, a ſharper: and having cheated 
her of two hundred pounds, ſhall be troubled in mind, 
and ſend it her back again. You comprehend me ? 

Mon, Ves, I, I comprehend; but—a— won't ſhe 
ſuſpe c, if it be fs much ? 


Flip, No, no; the more the better. 


ſhe'l! never touch it, if 


2 
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| Mm. Two hundred pounds! 

Flip. Ves, two hunored pounds Orlet me ſee 
— ſo even a ſum may look a little ſulpicious—aye— 
let it be two hundred and thirty; that odd thirty 
will make it look ſo natural, the devil won't find 
it out. 

Mon. Ha! 
Flip. Pounds, too, look I don" t know how; 
prey I fancy, were better—aye, guineas, it thai] 

e 3 | You are of that mind, are you not? 

Mon Um—a guinea, you kenow; Fliopanta, i is— 

Flip. A thouſand times genteeler; you are cer- 
eioly i in the right on't; it ſhail be as you ſay, two 


ndred and thirty guineas. 
on. Ho- Well, if it muſt be guineas——Let' 8 


ſee—two hundred guineas 

Flip. And thirty; two hundred and thirty. If 
you miſtake the ſum, you ſpoil all. So go, put 
them in a purſe, while it's freſh in your head, and 


ſend them to me with a penitential letter, deſiring | 


I il do you the favour to reftore them to her. 
Mon. Two hundred and thirty pounds in a bag! 
Flip. Guineas, I ſay, guineas. | 
Mon. Aye, guineas ; re s true, But, Flip- 

panta, if ſhe don't know they come from me, then 

I] give my money for nothing, you know. 

Flip. Phu! leave that to me; I'll manage the 

ſtock for you; I'll make it produce ſomething, I“ 

warrant you. 

Mon. Well, Flippanta, 'tis a great ſum indeed; 
but 1 go try what I can do for her, You ſay, two 
hundred guineas in a purſe ? 

Flip. And thirty, if the man's in his ſenſes. 

Mon. And thirty, tis true; I always forget that 
thirty. [Exit Mon, 

So, get thee gone; thou art a rare fellow, 
bfaith. Braſs !—-[t's thee, is't not? 
Enter Braſs. , 

Braſs. It is, houſewife, How go matters? I ſtaid 
till thy gentleman was gone. Haſt done any thing 
towards our common purſe ? 

Flip, I think I have; he's going to make us a re- 
ſtitution of two or three hundred pounds, 

Braſs, A reſtitution !=——good, _ 

Flip. A new way, firrah, to make, a lady take a 
preſent without putting her to the blu 

Braſt. Tis very well, mighty well indeed, Pr'y- 
thee, where's thy maſter ? Let me try it I can per- 
ſuade him to be troubled in mind too. 

Flip. Not fo haſty; he's gone into his cloſet to 
prepare himſelf for a quarrel I have adviſed him to 
with his wife, 

Braſs. What to do? 

Flip. Why, to make her ſtay at home; now ſhe 
has reſolved todo it beforehand, You muſt know, 
firrah, we intend to make a merit of our baſſet-ta- 
ble, and get a good pretence for the merry com- 
panions We intend to fill his houſe with. 

Braſs, Very nicely ſpun, truly; thy huſband will 
be a happy man, 

Flip. Hold your tongue, you fool you — See, 
here comes your maſter. 

Sraſts He's welcome, | 

Enter Dick, 

| Dick. My dear Flippanta, how 3 thanks 
have I to pay thee? 

Flip. Do you like her ſtile? 

Dick, The kindeſt little rogue! there's nothing 
but the gives me leave'to hope, I am the happieſt 
man the world has in it's care. | 

Flip. Not ſo happy 28 you think for, peither, 
perhaps; you have a gival, Sir, I can tell you that. 

Dicks A rival! . 


I5- 
Flip. Yes, and a - Þ one too. 

Dick. Who, in the name of terror? 

Flip. A deviliſh feſlow, one Mr. Amlet, 

Dick. Amlet! I know no ſuch man. 

Flip. You know the man's mothe?, tho*; you 
met her here, and are in her favour, I can tell vou. 


If he worſt you in your miſtreſs, you ſhall een 


marry her, and aifinheric him. 

Dick, If I have no other rival but Mr. Amlet, I 
believe I ſhan't be much diſturbed in my amour. 
But can't I fee Corinna ? 

Flip. I don't know; the has always fone of her 
maſters with her. But I II'go ſee if the can ſpare 
you a moment, and bring you word, E > it Flip. 

Dick, 1 wiſh my old hobbling mother han't been 
blabbing ſomething here ſhe ſhould not do. | 

Braſs. Fear nothing; all's ſafe on that fide yet. 
But how ſpeaks young miſtreſs's Et; Soft and 
tender?! 

Dick. As pen can write, 

Braſs. So you think ail goes well there? 

Dick. As my heart can wiſh, 

Braſs. You are ſure on't? 

Dick. Sure on't. 

Braſs. Why,then,ceremony aſide, r Pools bis 
bar. | you and I muſthave alittle talk, Mr. Amlet. 

Dick. Ah, Braſs! what art thou going to do? 
You won't 8 me? 8 ; ; 

Braſs. Look you, Dick, few words. You are 
in a ſmooth way of making your fortune; I hope 
all will roll on. But how do you intend matters 
ſhall paſs *twixt you and me in this buſineſs? 

Dick. Death and furies ! What a time doſt take 
to talk on't ? 
| Braſs. Good words, or I betray you. They have 
already heard of one Mr. Acvlet in the houſe. 

Dick. Here's a ſon of a whore! [ Afide, 

Braſs. In ſhort, look ſmooth, and be a good 
prince, I am your valet, 'tis true; your footman 
ſometimes, which I'm enraged at: but you have. 
always had the aſcendant, I confeſs When we 
were ſchool-fellows, you mace me carry your books, 
make your exerciſe, own your rogueries, and ſome- 
times take a whipping for you, When we were 
fellow-'prentices, tho' I was your ſenior, ycu made 
me open the ſhop, clean my maſter's ſhoes, cut laſt 
at dinner, and eat all the cruſt, ' In our fins too, I 
muſt own you ſtil} kept me under; you ſoared up 
to adultery with our miſtteſs, while I was at hum» 
ble fornication with the maid. Nay, in our pu- 
niſhments you ſtill made good your poſt z for When 
once upon a time I was ſentenced to be but whipped, 
| cannotdeny but you were condemned to be hanged, 
So that in «ll times, I muſt confeſs, your inclina- 
tions have been greater and nobler than mine. Howe 
ever, I cannot conſent that yau ſhould at once fix 
fortune for life, and I dwelb in my humilities for 
the reſt of my days. 

Dick. Hark thee, Braſs ; if I do not moſt nobly 
by thee, I'm a dog. 

Prajs, And when? 

Dick. As ſoon as ever I am married, 

Braſs. Ah, the pox take thee! 

Dick. Then you miſtruſt me ? | 

Braſs. I do, by my faith. Look you, Sir, ſome 
folks we miſtruſt, becauſe we don't know them z 
others we miſtruſt, becauſe we do know them 2 
and, for one of theſe reaſons, I defire there may be 
a bargain beforehand. If not, | Raiſing bis voice. 1 
look Yes Dick Amle tm_—_ 

Soft, my dear friend and companion—The 
dog will ruin me. . Say, What is it will 


content thee? 
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Brafs. Oh, ho! 


Piel. But how canſt thou bs > flak a barbarian? | 

Hraſt. I learned it at Algiers. 

Dick. Come, make thy Turkiſh demand then. 

Braſs. You know you gave me a bank-bill this 
morning to receive for you. 
Dick. I did fo, of fifty pounds; So, 
now thou art ſatisfied, all's fixed. 

Braſi. It is not indeed. There's a diamond neck- 
lace you robbed your mother of e en now. 

Dick. Ah, you Jew! 

Braſs. No words. 

Dic. My dear Braſs ! 

Bra ſs. I inſiſt. 

Dic. My old friend. 

Braſs. Dick Amlet, [ Raifing bis voice.] I infiſt. 

Dick. Ah, the cormorant !—Well, tis thine : 
bot thou' lt never thrive with it. 

| Braſs. When l find it begins to do me miſchief, 
I'll give it you again, But I muſt have a wedding-luit. 

Dick. Well. 

Braſs. Some good lace, 

Dick. Thou ſha't. 

Braſs. A ſtock of linen. 

Dick. Enough. 

_ Braſs. Not yet. filver ſword, 

Diet. Well, thou ſha't have that too. Now thou 
haſt every thing. 

Brat. God forgive me, I forgot a ring of remem- 
brance ; I would not forget all theſe favours for the 
world, A ſparkling diamond will be always play- 
ing in my eye, and put ine in mind of them. 
Diel. This unconſcionable rogue! [ Afide. ] Well, 
Jil beſpeak one for thee. 

Braſs. Brilliant. 

Dick. It ſhall. But if the thing don't ſucceed 
after all. 

. Braſs. Im a man of honour, and reflore.” And 
ſo, the treaty being finiſhed, I firike my flag of de- 
22 858 ang fall into my reſpects again. 

{ Taking off bis bat. 
Enter Flippanta. 

Fp. J have made you wait alittle, but 1 could 
not help it. Her geography-maſter is but juſt sone; 
he has been ſhewing her Prince Eugene“ 5 march j in- 
to Italy. 

© Dick. Pr'ythee, let me come to her; I'll how 
Her a part of the world he has never ſhewn her yet. 

Flip. So I told her, you muſt know; and ſhe laid 
ſhe could like to travel in good company. So, if 
you'll ſlip up thofe back fairs, you ſhall try if you 
can agree upon the journey. | 

Dick My dear Flippanta! 

Flip. None of your dear acknowledgments, T be- 
ſeech you; but up ſtairs as hard as you can drive. 

Dick. I'm gone. [ Exit. 

Flip. And do you follow him, Jack-a-dandy, 
and ſee he is not ſurprized. 

Braſs. 1 thought that was your poſt, Mrs. Uſe. 
ful—But if you'll come and keep me in humour, I 
don't care if I ſhare the duty with you. 

Flip. No words, ſirrah, but follow him; 1 bave 
ſomewhat elſe to do. 

Braſs. The jade's ſo abſolute, there's no conteſt- 
ing with her. One kiſs, tho", to keep the centinel 
warm. [Gives ber a long kiſs. ] So—— [Exit Braſs. 

Flip. A naſty rogue! [Wiping ber mouth.] But, 
let me ſee; what have I to do now? This reſtitu- 
tion will be here quickly, I ſuppoſe; in the mean 
time, I II go know if my lady is ready far they 
rel yet. Maſter, yonder, is fo full on't, he's ie: 
to burſt; but we'll give him vent, by and 
- wirnelz. 


tis is; 


EDERACY. 


" 32> Js IR 
SCENE, Geipe's Heuſe. 
Enter Corinna, Dick and Braſs, 


Brafs. ON'T fear; Ill give you timely no- 
tice. _ [ Goes to the door. 

Dick. Come, you muſt conſent, you ſhail con- 
ſent How can you leave me thus upon the rack? 
A man who loves you to that exceſs that I do? 

Cor. Nay, that you love me, Sir, that I'm ſatis- 
fied in; for you have ſworn you' do: and I'm ſo 
pleaſed with it, I'd fain have you do ſo'as long 8 
you live, ſo we muſt never marry. 

Dick. Not marry, my dear! Why, what's ous 
love good for, if we don't marry ? 

Cor. Ah! —I'm afraid it wil! be good for little if 
we do. 8 

Dick. Why do you think ſo? 

Cor. Becauſe I hear my father and mother, and 
my uncle and aunt, and Araminta and her huſband, 
and twenty other married folks, ſay ſo from morn- 
ing to night. 

Dick. Oh, that's becauſe they are bad bulbands 
and bad wives; but in our caſe there will be-a good 
huſband and a good wife; and ſo we ſhall tove for ever, 

Cor, Why, there may be ſomething in that truly; 
and I'm always willing to hear reaſon, as a reaſon. 
able young woman ought to do, But are you ſure, 
Sir, tho* we are very good now, we ſhall be ſo when 
we come to be better acquainted ?. 

Dick, I can anſwer for myſelf, at leaft, 

Cor. 1 wiſh you could anſwer for rye too. You 
ſee I ama plain-dealer, Sir; I hope you don't like 
me the worſe for it, 

Dick. Oh, by no means! *tis a ſign of admitible 


morals; and! hope, ſince you practiſe it yourſelf, 


you Il approve of it in your lover, In one word, 
therefore, (for 'tis in vain to mince the matter) my 
reſolution's fixed, and the world can't ſtagger me; 
| marry—or I die. 

Cor. Indeed, Sir, I have much ado to believe 
you; the diſeaſe of love is ſeldom ſo violent, 

Dick, Madam, I have two diſeaſes to end my 
mileriesz if the firſt don't do it, the latter ſhall; 
{ Drawing his ſword. J] one's in my heart, t other“ 8 
in my ſcabbard. 

Cor. Not for a diadem. [ Catching bold of bim. ] 
Ah, put it up, put it up! 

Dick. How abſolute is your command ! 1 q Dropping 
bis ſword.]. A word, you fee, diſarms me. 

or. What a power I have over him! [ Afde.] 
The wonarous deeds of love! Pray, Sir, let 
me have no more of theſe rath doings though; per- 
haps I mayn't be always in the ſaving humour—I'm 
ſure if I had let him ſtick himſelf, I ſhou'd have been 
envied by all the great ladies in the town, [ A/ide. 

Dick. Well, Madam, have | then your promiſe ? 
— You'll make me the happieſt of mankind, 

Cor. I don't know what to ſay to you; but I be- 
lieve I had as good promiſe; for, I find, I*thall 
certainly do it. 

Dick. Then let us ſeal the contract, thus. 


[ Kies her, 
d Um He has almoſt taken away my breath. 
He kiſſes purely. Ade. 


Dick. Hark !—ſomebody comes. ¶ Braſs peeps in. 
Prafs, Gar there—the enemy—No, hold, y' are 


ſafe ; tis Flippanta. 


Enter Flippanta. | 
Flip. Come, have you agreed the matter ? Tf 


not, you muſt end it another time; fer Farne 9 
in motion; ſo pray, kiſs and parts. | 


Tiz CONFEDERA: 


Cor. That's ſweet and ſour. [They kiſs. ] Adieu 


[ Exeunt Dick and Cor. 
Enter Clariſſa. 

Clar, Have you told him I'm at home, Flippanta? 

Flip. Yes, Madam. 

Clar. And that VII ſee him? | 
Flip. Ves, that too. But here's news for you; 
I have juſt now received the reſtitution. 

Clar, That's killing pleaſure, And how much 
has he reſtored me ? 

Flip. Two hundred and thirty, | 

Clar. Wretched rogue! But retreat; your 
maſter's coming to quarrel. 

Flu. I' be within call, if things run high. [Ex. 

Enter Gripe, 

Gripe. O ho Dare you there, i'faith? Madam, 
your humble ſervant; I'm very glad to ſee you at 
home; I thought I ſhould never have had that ho- 
nour again. 

Clar. Good-morrow, my dear; how d'ye do? 
Flippanta ſays you are out of humour, and that you 
have a mind to quarrel with me, Is it true, ha ?— 
I have a terrible pain in my head; I give you notice 
on't beforehand, 
| Gripe. And how the pox ſhould it be otherwiſe ? 
It is a wonder you are not dead—as a' would you 
were [Ade ] with the life you lead. Are you 
not aſhamed ? And do you not bluſh to 

Clar. My dear child, you crack my brain. Soften 
the harſhneſs of your voice: ſay what thou wou't, 
but let it be in an agreeable tone, 

Gripe. Tone, Madam! don't tell me of a tone 

Clar. Oh, if you will quarrel, do it with tem- 
perance; let it be all in cool blcod, even and ſmooth, 
as if you were not moved with what you ſaid; and 
then I'll hear you, as if I were not moved with it 
neither, 

Gripe. Had ever man ſuch need of patience! 
Madam, Madam, I muſt tell you, Madam 

Clar. Another key, or I'll walk off. 

Gripe. Don't provoke me. 

Clar. Shall you be long, my dear in your remon- 


t'ye, Sir, 


ſtrances? 


 Gripe, Ves, Madam, and very long. 

Clar. If you would quarrel in abregee, I ſhould 
have a world of obligation to you. 

Gripe. What I have to ſay, forſooth, is not to 
be expreſſed in abregee; my complaints are tou nu- 
merous. 

Car. Complaints ! of what, my dear? Have I 
ever given you ſubject of complaint, my life? 

Gripe. Oh, pox! my dear, and my life | I defire 


none of your tendres. 


Clar. How ! find fault with my kindneſs, and 
my expreſſions of affection and reſpet! The world 
will gueſs by this what the reſt of your complaints 
may be. I muſt tell you, I'm ſcandalized at your 
procedure. 

Gripe, I muſt tell you, I am running mad with 

ours. 
l Clar. Ah, hw inſupportable are the humours 
of ſome huſbands! ſo full of fancies, and ſo ungo- 
Vernable | What have you in theworld to diſturb you? 

Gripe. What have I to diſturb me? I have you, 
death and the devil! 

Clar. Ah, merciful Heaven, how he ſwears !— 
You ſhould never accuſtom yourſelf to ſuch words as 
theſe; indeed, my dear, you ſhould not; your 
mouth's always full of them. 

Gripe. Blood and thunder, Madam——_ 

Clar. Ah, he'll fetch the houſe down! Do you 


| know you make me tremble for you? Flippanta ! jc 
Who' s there? Flippanta 


| 


Gripe. Here'e a provok i 
Enter Flippanta. 

Flip. What, in the name of Jove, is the e 
You raiſe the neighbourhood. 

Clar. Why, here's your maſter in a moſt violent 
fuſs, and no mortal ſoul can tell for what. 

Gripe. Not tell for what! 

Clar. No, my life, I have begged him to tell me 
his griefs, Flippanta; and then he 1 good 
lord, how he does ſwear! 

Gripe. Ah, you wicked jade! Ah, you wicked 
jade ! 

f Clar. Do you hear him, Flippanta ? Do you hear 
him? 

Flip. Pray, Sir, let us know a little, what puts 
you in all this fury ? | 

Clar. Pr'ythee, ſtand near me, Flippanta; there's 
an odd froth about his mouth, looks as if his poor 
head were going wrong; I'm afraid he'}i bite. 

Gripe. The wicked woman, Flippanta ! 
wicked woman! 

| Clar. Can any body wonder I ſhun my own houſe, 
when he treats me at this rate in it ? 

Gripe. At this rate! Why, in the devil's Rp 

Clar. Do you hear him again? | 

Flip. Come, a little moderation, Sir, and wy 
what that will produce. 

Gripe, Hang her! tis all a pretence to juſtify her 
going abroad, 

Clar. A pretence, a pretence! Do you hear how 
black a charge he loads me with ? Charges me with 
a pretence ! Is this the return for all my downright 
open actions? You know, my dear, 1 fcorn pre- 
tences: Whene er I go ey it is without pre- 
tence. 

Gripe. Give me patience. 

Flip. You have a great deal, Sir. 

Clar. And yet he's never content, Flippanta. 

Gripe. What ſhall I do? 

Clar. What a reaſonable man' would doz own 
yourſelf in the wrong, and be quiet. Here's Flip- 
panta has underſtanding, and I have moderation; 
I'm willing to make her judge of our differences. 

Flip. You do me a great deal of honour, Ma- 
dam; but I tell you betorehand, I ſhall be a little 
on meta s fide, | 

Gripe. Right, Flippanta has ſenſe. Come, let 
her decide, Have I not reaſon to be in a paſſion? 
Tell me that.- 

Clar. You moſt tell her for what, my life. 

Gripe. Why, for the trade you drive, my ſoul, 

Flip. Look you, Sir, pray take things rightz I 
know Madam does fret you a little now and then, 
that's true; but in the main ſhe is the ſofteſt; 
ſweeteſt, gentleſt lady breathing. Let her but live 
entirely to her own fancy, and ſhe'll never ſay 2 
word to you from morning to night. 

Gripe. Oons let her but ſtay at home, and ſhe 
ſhall do what ſhe will—in res ſon, that is. 

Flip. D'ye hear that, Madam ? Nay, now I muft 

be on maſter's fide : you fee how he loves you; he 

defires only your company. Pray give him that ſa- 

tisfaction, or I muſt pronounce againft you. 
Clar. Well, I agree. Thou knoweſt I don't love 

to grieve bim let him be always in good-humoury 
and Il be always at home. 

Flip. Look you there, Sir, what would you have 
more ? 

Gripe. well, let her keep her word, and I' have 
done.quarelling. 

wut not, however, ſo far loſe the merls 
t, as to let you think I'm weary of go- 


the 


8 1 my dear: what 1 do, is purely to ob · 
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lige you; which, that I may be able to perform, 
without a relapſe, I'll invent what ways I can to 
make my priſon ſupportable to me. 

Flip. Her priſon! pretty bird! her priſon! don't 
that word melt you, Sir? | 

Cripe. I mutt confeſs I did not expect to find her 
fo reatonable. | 

Flip. Oh, Sir, ſoon or late, wives come into good 
humour: huſbands muſt only have a little patience 
to wait for it. 

Clar. The innocent little diverſions, dear, that J 
ſhall content myſelf with, will be chiefly play and 
Company. | : 

Gripe. Oh, I'll find you employment; your time 
fhan't lie upon your hands; though, if you have a 
mind now tor ſuch a companion as a—let me ſee 
Araminta, for example; why, I ſhan't be againſt 


her Mag with you from morning till night. 
CI. You can't oblige me more; tis the beſt wo- 
man in the world. 


ipe. Is not the ? 

Clar. Then, my dear, to make our home pleaſant 
we l have concerts of mulic ſometimes. | 

Gripe. Muſic, in my houſe! 

Clar. Yes, my child, we muſt have muſic, or the 
houſe will be ſo dull, I ſhall get the ſpleen, and be 
going abroad again. | 

Flip. Nay, ſhe has ſo much complaiſance for you, 
Sir, you can't diſpute ſuch things with her. 

Gripe. Aye, but if I have mufico— 

Clar. Aye, but, Sir, I muſt have muſic-—— 

Flip. Not every day, Madam, don't mean. 

Clar, No, bleſs me, no; but three concerts a 
week: three days more we'll play after dinner, at 
ombre, piquet, baſſet, and fo forth, and cloſe the 
evening with a handſome ſupper and a ball, 

Gripe. A bail . 

Clar. Then, my love, you know there is but one 
day more upon our hands, and that ſhall be the day 
of converſation; we'll read verſes, talk of books, 
invent modes, tell lyes, ſcandalize our friends, be 
pert upon religion; and, in ſhort, employ every mo- 
ment of it in ſome pretty witty exerciſe or other. 

Flip. What order you ſee 'tis-ſhe purpoſes to live 
in! A moſt wonderful regularity ! 

Gripe, Regularity with a pox— [ Afide. 
Clar. And as this kind of life, ſo ſoft, ſo ſmooth, 
fo agreeable, muſt needs invite à vaſt deal of com- 
pany to partake of it, twill be neceſſary to have the 
decency of a porter at our door, you know. 

Gripe. A porter—aſcrivenerhavea porter, Madam! 

Clar. Poſitively, a porter. 

Gripe. Why, no ſcrivener, ſince Adam, ever had a 
porter, woman! | | 

Clar. You will therefore be renowned in ſtory, for 
having the firſt, my life. 

Gripe. Flippanta. ; | 
Flip. Hang it, Sir, never diſpute a trifle; if you 
vex her, perhaps, ſhe'll inſiſt upon a Swiſs. 

[Aide to Gripe. 


 Gripe. But, Madam 8 

Clar. But, Sir, a porter; poſitively, a porter; 
without that the treaty's null, and I go abroad this 
moment. ; . 
. Flip. Come, Sir; never loſe ſo adyantageous a 
peace for a pitiful porter. | 
» Gripe. Why, I ſhall be hooted at, the boys will 
throw ſtones at my porter. Beſides, where ſhall I 


| have money for all this expence ? 
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Clar. My dear, who aſks you for any? 
In a fright, chicken. 1 
Cripe. Don't be in 
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Flip. Madam, plays, Sir, think on that; wo- 


men that play have inexhauſtible mines, and wives 


who receive jeaſt money from their huſbands, are 
many times thoſe who ſpend the moſt. | 
Clar. So, my dear, let what Flippanta ſays con- 
tent jou. Go, my life, trouble yourſelf with no- 
thing, but let me do juſt as I pleaſe, and all will be 
well. I'm going into my cloſet, to conſider of ſome 
more things to enable me tu give you the pleaſure of 
my company at home, without making it too great 
a miſery to a yielding wife, [Exit Clariſſa. 
Flip. Mirror of goodneſs! Pattern to all wives, 
Well ſure, Sir, you are the happieſt of ail huſbands. 
Gripe. Yes—and a miſerable dog for all that too, 
perhaps. 
Flip. Why, what can 
matchleſs compliance? 
Gripe, I don't know what I can aſk, and yet I'm 
not ſatisfied with what I have neither; the devil 
mixes in it all, I think; complaiſant or perverſe, it 
feels juſt as it did. | 
Flip. Why, then your uneaſineſs is only a diſeafe, 
Sir; perhaps, a little bleeding and purging would re- 
lieve you. | 
Clar. Flippanta! 
Flip. Madam calls. I come, Madam. Come, 
be merry, be merry, Sir, you have cauſe, take my 
word fort. Poor devil. [Afide.] 
[Exit Flippanta, 
Gripe. I don't know that, I don't know that: 
but this I do know, that an honeſt man, who has 
married a jade, whether ſhe's pleaſed to ſpend her 
time at home or abroad, had better have lived a 
batchelor. = 


you aſk more, than this 


Enter Braſs. 8 

Braſs. Oh, Sir, I am mighty glad I have found 

OU. N 

Eripe. Why, what's the matter, pr'ythee? 

Braſs. Can nobody hear us? 

Gripe. No, no; ſpeak quickly, 

Braſs. You han't ſeen Araminta, ſince the laſt 
letter | carried her from you? 

Gripe. Not I; I goprudently ; I don't preſs things 
like your young firebrand lovers. 

Braſs. But ſeriouſly, Sir, are you very much in 
love with her? ; 

Gripe. As mortal man has been, 

Braſs.. I'm ſorry for't. 

Gripe, Why ſo, dear Braſs ? 

Braſs. If you were never to ſee her more now? 
Suppoſe ſuch a thing, d' you think 'twould break 
your heart? | : 

Gripe. Oh! 

Braſs. Nay, now I ſee you love herz would you 
did not, | 

Gripe, My dear friend. 

Braſs. I'm in your intereſt deep; you ſee it. 

Gripe. I do; but ſpeak, what miſerable ſtory haſt 
thou tor me. | A 

Braſs. I had rather the devil had, phu=——flown 
away with you quick, than to ſee you ſo much'in 
love, as I perceive you are, ſince | 

Gripe. Since what? bo. 

Braſs. Araminta, Si 

Gripe. Dead? 

Braſs. No. 

Gripe, How then? 

Braſs. Worſe. 

Gripe. Out with't, 

Braſs. Broke. : 

Gripe. Broke! 

Braſs. She is, poor lady, in the moſt unfortunatt 


| 
(fituation of affairs, But I have ſaid too much, 


[Clariſſa calls wwithin. 
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I muſt tell you, Sir, that as much concern as I have 


of —— To a nunnery, that's another rule, Sir. 


Turtle and mate; but the fates will have it ſo, all's 


| Braſs, Save her! No: how can ſhe be ſaved ?{\ 


'Cripe. No, no, tis very ſad; but let's hear it. 

Braſs. Sir, ſhe charged me, on my life, never 
to mention it to you, of all men living. 
_ Cripe. Why, who ſhould'ſt thou tell it to, but to 
the beit of her friends? 

Braſs. Aye, why, there's it now, it's going juſt as 
J fancied. Now will I be hanged if you are not 
enough in love to be engaging in this matter, But 


for that moſt excellent, beautiful, aJreeabje, diſ- 
treſſed, unfortunate lady, I'm too much your friend 
and ſervant, ever to let it be ſaid, twas the means 
of your being ruined for a woman—by letting you 
know, ſhe eſteemed you more than any other man 
upon earth, x | 

Gripe. Ruined ! what doſt thou mean? | 

Braſs, Mean! Why, I mean that women always 
ruin thoſe that love them, that's the rule. 

Gripe. The rule! 

Braſs. Yes, the rule; why, would you have them 
ruin thoſe that don't? How ſhall they bring that 
about? 

Gripe, But is there a neceſſity then, they ſhould 
ruin ſomebody ? | 

Braſs. Yes, marry is there; how would you have 
them ſupport their expence elſe? Why, Sir, you 
can't conceive now—you can't conceive what Ara- 
minta's privy-purſe requires, Only her privy-purſe, 
Sir! Why, what do you imagine now ſhe gave me 
for the laſt letter I carried her from you? Tis true, 
*twas from a man ſhe liked, elſe, perhaps, I had 
had my bones broke. But what do you think ſhe 
gave me? 

Gripe. Why, mayhap-—a ſhilling. 

Braſs. A guinea, Sir; a guinea, You ſee by that 
how fond the was on't, by the bye. But then, Sir, 
her coach-hire, her chair-hire, her pin-money, her 
play- money, her china, and her charity would 
conſume peers: a great ſoul, a very great ſoul l but 
what's the end of all this ? 

Gripe. Ha! | ; 

Braſs. Why, I'll tell you what the end 1s—a 
nunnery. | 
| Gripe, A nunnery! | 3 

Braſs. A nunnery—In ſhort, ſhe is at laſt reduced 
to that extremity, and attacked with ſuch a batta- 
lion of duns, that rather than tell her huſband (who, 
you know, is ſuch a dog, he'd let her go if ſhe did) 
ſhe has e'en determined to turn Papiſt, and bid the 
world adieu for life, 

Gripe. Oh, terrible ! a Papiſt! 

Braſs. Yes, when a handſome woman has brought 
herſelf into difficulties, the devil can't help her out 


Gripe, But, but, but, pr'ythee, Braſs, bu. 

Braſs, But all the buts in the world, Sir, won't 
ſtop her; ſhe's a woman of a noble reſolution. So, 
Sir, your humble ſervant ; I pity her, I pity you. 


packed up, and I am now going to call her a coach, 
for ſhe reſolves to ſlip off without ſaying @ word: 
and the next viſit ſhe receives from her friends, will 
be through a melancholy grate, with a veil inſtead 
of a top-knot, 3 [ Going. 

Gripe. It muſt not be, by the powers, it muſt 
not; the was made for the world, and the world was 
made for her, : 

Braſs. And yet you ſee, Sir, how ſmall a ſhare ſhe 


has on't. 5 
Gripe, Poor woman! Ts there no way to fave her? 


Why, ſhe owes above five hundred pounds, 
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Braſs. Five hundred pounds, Sir; ſhe Is like to 
be ſaved indeed Not but that I know them in this 
town would give me one of the five, if I would per- 
ſuade her to accept of the other four : but ſhe had 
forbid me mentioning it to any ſoul living; and I 
have diſobeyed her only to you; and ſo—l'll go and 
call a coach, 

Gripe. Hold=doſt think, my poor Braſs, one 
might not order it ſo, as to compound thoſe debts for 
—for twelve-pence in the pound? 

Braſs. Sir, d'ye hear? I have already tried them 
with ten ſhillings, and not a rogue will prick up his 
ear at it. Though, after all, for three hundred 
pounds all in glittering gold, I could ſet their chops 
a watering, But where's that to be had with ho- 
nour ? There's the thing, Sir I'll go and call a 
coach, | 

Gripe. Hold, once more: I have a note in my 
cloſet of two hundred, aye———and fifty; I'll go and 
give it her myſelf, 

Braſs. You will; very genteel truly. Go, flap 
daſh, and offer a woman of her ſcruples, money? 
bolt in her face; why, you might as well offer her 


0 4 


a ſcorpion, and ſhe would as ſoon touch it. 


Gripe. Shall I carry it to her creditors then, and 
treat with them? : 

Braſs. Aye, that's a rare thought. 

Gripe. Is not it, Braſs ? 

Braſs. Only one little inconvenience by the way, 
Gripe. As how? | 
Braſs, That they are your wiſe's creditors as we 

as her's; and, perhaps, it might not be altogether 
well to ſee you clearing the debts of your neighbour's 
wife, and leaving thoſe of your own unpaid. 

Gripe. Why, that's true now. 

Braſs. 1 am wiſe you ſee, Sir. 

Gripe. Thou art; and I am but a young lover: 
but what ſhall we do then? 

Braſs. Why, I am thinking, that if you give me 
the note, do you ſee; and that I promiſe to give you 
an account of it 525 

Gripe. Ay, but look vou, Braſs —— 

Braſs. But look you !==Why what, d'ye think I 
am a pick-pocket? D'ye think I intend to run away 
with your note? your paltry note! | 

Gripe. I don't ſay ſo] ſay, only, that in caſe 

Braſs. Caſe, Sir! there's no caſe but the caſe I 
have put you; and fince you heap caſes upon caſes, 
where there is but three hundred raſcally pounds in 
the caſe— I'll go and call a coach. | 

Gripe. Pr'ythee, cont be ſo teſty. Come, no 
more words, follow me to my cloſet, and I'll give 
thee the money, 

Braſs. A terrible effort you make indeed; you 
are ſo much in love, your wits are all upon the wing, 


juſt a going; and for three hundred pounds you put 


a ſtop to their flight, Sir, your wits are worth that, 
or your wits are worth nothing. Come away. 
Gripe. Well, ſay no more, thou ſhalt be ſatisfied, 
[ Execunte 

| Enter Dick. 

Dick. S't - Braſs—8' t 
| Re-enter Braſs, 

Braſs, Well, Sir! | 
Dick. *Tis not well, Sir, 'tis very ill, Sirz we 
ſhall be all blown up-. 5 
Braſs, What, with pride and plenty? 
Dick. No, Sir, with anofficious ſlut that will ſpoil 


all. In ſhort, Flippanta has been telling her miſtreſs 


Araminta of my paſſion for the young gentle. 
ind truly to oblige me (ſuppoſed ne ill 


Grize, Oh! | gr 


ee dye) they are reſolved to propoſe it im · 
do her father, | 1 


1 
0 
* 
x 
l 
1 
} 
: 
+ Ih 
5 
, | 
s £4 4 9 
11 
1 
— 1 
. | 
1 
„ 
i | 
l 
+8 
: 


— 


— 


. AO A G6 hho 


— *— 3 by — — 
———— — — — 
2 — — 
— — — — —— 
— 4 _ 


— 
— 


— — — 2 
— — 3 
— ee 
—.— - s 


Braſs. That's the devil! "we ſhall come to papers 
and parchments, jointures and ſettlements, relations 
meet on both fides; that's the devil. 

Dick. 1 intended this very day to propoſe to Flip- 

anta, the carrying her off; and I am ſure the young 
houſewife would have tucked up ber coats, and have 
marched, | 

Braſs. Aye, with the body and the ſoul of her. 

Diel. Why then, what damned luck is this? 

Braſs. Tis your damned luck, not mine; I have 
always ſeen it on your ugly phiz, in ſpite of your 

owder'd periwig—Pox take ye—he'!l be hanged at 
|. Why don't you try to get her off yet? 

Dick. I have no money, you dog; you know you 
have ſtripped me of every penny. 

Braſs. Come, damn it, I'll venture one cargo more 
upon your rotten bottom; but if ever I ſee one glance 
of your hempen fortune again, I'm off of your part- 
nerſhip for ever—l ſhall never thrive with him. 


Dick. An impudent rogue! but he's in poſſeſſion | 


of my eſtate, ſo I muſt bear with him, [ Afide. 

Braſs. Well, come, I'll raiſe a hundred pounds for 
your uſe, upon my wife's jewels here; [Pulling out 
the necklace.) her necklace ſhall pawn for't. 

+ Dick. Remember though, that if things fail, I am 
to have the necklace again; you know you agreed 
to that. — 

Braſs. Ves; and if I make it good, you'll be the 
better for't; if not, I ſhall; ſo you ſee where the 
cauſe will pinch. | 
Dick. Why, you barbarous dog, you won't offer 


oy 
. 


to 


Braſs. No words now; about your buſineſs, march. 
Go ſtay for me at the next tavern; I'll go to Flip- 
panta, and try what I can do for you. 

Dick. Well, I'll go; but don't think to—Oh, pox, 
Sir 

Braſs. [ Solus.] Will you begone ? A pretty title 
you'd have to ſue me upon truly, if I ſhould have a 


mind to ftand upon the defenſive, as perhaps I may. 


J have done the raſcal ſervice enough to lull my con- 


ſcience upon't, I am ſure ; but tis time enough for | 


that. Let me ſee—Firſt I'II go to Flippanta, and 
put a ſtop to this family way of match-making, then 
ſell our necklace for what ready-money *twill pro- 
duce ; and by this time to-morrow, I hope, we ſhall 
be in poſſeſſion of t'other jewel here; a precious 
jewel, as ſhe's ſet in gold: I believe for the ſtone 
itſelf we may part wich it again to a friend — for 
a teſter. | LExit. 


— 8 — 
Aer v. 


SCENE, Gripe's Houſe, 
Enter Braſs and Flippanta« 


Braſs, E LL, you agree I'm in the right, 
don't you? _- 
Fi. I don't know: if your maſter has the eftate 
he talks of, why not do't all above-board? Well 
though I am not much of his mind, I'm much in 
his intereſt, and will therefore endeavour to ſerve 
bim in his own way, | 
Braſs. That's kindly ſaid, my child, and I believe 
I ſhall reward thee one of theſe days, with as pretty 
a fellow to thy huſband for't, as 
Flip. Hold your prating, Jackadandy, and le 


me to my buſineſs. A 
LXiſſes ber. ] [hens 


- Braſs. I obey—adiey, 
Fig. Raſcal! | | 


[Exit Dick. | 


} that 


often receive the viſits of ſo 


much abroad. 
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Enter Corinna. 


| Cor, Ah, Flippanta! I'm ready to fink down 3 


my legs tremble under me, my dear Flippy. 

Flip. And what's the affair? | 

Cor. My father's there within, with my mother 
and Ataminta; I never ſaw him in ſo good a humour 
in my life, - 

Flip, And is that it that frightens you ſo? | 

Cor. Ah, Flippanta ! they are juſt going to ſpeale 
to him, about my marrying the colonel, 

Flip. Are they ſo? So much the worſe they're 
too haſty, | | 

Cor. Oh, no, not a bit; I ſlipe out on purpoſe, 
you muſt know, to give them an opportunity z would 
'twere done already, If 

Flip. I tell you no; get you in again immediately, 
and prevent it, | ; 

Cor. My dear, dear, I am not able; I never way 
in ſuch a way before. | 

Flip. Never in a way to be married before, ha? 
Is not that it? 

Cor. Ah, lord! if I am thus before I come to't, 
Flippanta, what ſhall I be upon the very ſpot? Do 
but feel with what a thumpaty thump it goes. 
| [Putting ber hand to ber heart. 

Flip. Nay, it does make a filthy buſtle, that's the 
truth on't, child. But I believe 1 ſhall make it leap 
another way, when I tell you, I'm cruelly afraid 
your father won't conſent, after all, 

Cor, Why he won't be the death of me, will he? 

Flip. I don't know; old folks are cruel ; but we'll 
have a trick for him. Braſs and I have been con- 
ſulting upon the matter, and agreed upon a ſuter 
way of doing it, in ſpite of his teeth. 

Cor. Aye, marry, Sir, that were ſomething. 

Flip. But then he muſt not know a word of any 
thing towards it, 5 | 

Cor. No, no. 

Flip. So, get you in immediately N 

Cor. One, two, three, and away, {Running off, 

Flip. And prevent your mother's ſpeaking on't. 

Cor. But is t'other way ſure, Flippanta? 

Flip. Fear nothing, twill only depend upon you, 

Cor. Nay, then — Oh, ho, ho, ho, how pure 
that is, [Exit Corinna. 

Flip. [ Sela.] Poor child! we may do what we 
will with her, as far as marrying her goes: when 
that's over, *tis poſſible ſhe may not prove altogether 
5 tractable.— But who's here? my ſharper, I think. 

ES. 
Enter Moneytrap. 

Mon. Well, my beſt friend, how go matters? 
Has the reſtitution been received, ha? Was ſhe 
pleaſed with it? | 

Flip. Yes, truly ; that is, ſhe was pleaſed to ſee 


| there was ſo honeſt a man in this immoral age. 


Mon. Well, but does the know that twas I 


Flip. Why, you muſt know I began to give her 


a little ſort of a hint, and—and ſo—-why, and ſo 


ſhe began to put on a ſort of a ſevere, haughty, re- 
ſerved, angry, forgiving air,-But, ſoft ; here the 
comes: you'll {ee how you ſtand with her preſently ; 
but don't be afraid. Courage. 

Mon. He, hem. 6 


: Enter Clariſſa, 20 
"Tis no ſmall piece of good fortune, Madam, to 
find you at home: I have often endeavoured it in 
valn. / 

Clar. *Twas then unknown to me, for if I could 4 
| good a friend at home, 
i ſhould be more reaſonably blamed for being ſo 
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hat? 


to't, 
Do 
ear. 
s the 
leap 


fraid 


he? 
we'll 
cone 
ſurer 


" any 


her 


me elle, 


e. Why, to tell you the truth, my dear, 'is 
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Mon. Madam, you make me | 

Ciar. You are the man of the world whoſe com- 
pany I think is moſt to be deſired, I don't compli- 
ment you when I tell you ſo, I affure you. 

Mon. Alas, Madam! your poor hunmble ſer- 
yant 

Clar, My poor humble ſervant however (with all 
the eſteem I — for him) ſtands ſuſpected with me 
for a vile trick, I doubt he has played me, which if 
1 could prove upon him, I'm afraid 1 ſhould puniſh 
him very ſeverely, 

Mon. I hope, Madam, you'll believe I am not 
capable of 

Flip. No fine ſpeeches, you'll ſpoil all. 

Mon. Thou art a moſt incomparable perſon. 

Flip. Nay, it goes rarely; but get you in, and 
I'll ſay a little ſomething to my lady for you, while | 
ſhe's warm. | 

Mon. But, s't, Flippanta, how long doſt think 
the may hold out? 

Flip. Phu, not a twelvemonth. 

Mon. Boos I 0 2 fin b; 

Flip. Away, I ſay. u im out. 

842 Is — & What a wretch it is be never 


was quite ſuch a beaſt before. 


Flip. Poor mortal, his money's finely laid out 
truly . ä 

Clar. I ſuppoſe there may have been much ſuch 
another ſcene within, between Araminta and my 
dear: but I left him ſo unſupportable briſk, tis im- 
poſſible he can have parted with any money: I'm 


afraid Braſs has not ſucceeded as thou haſt done, | 


Flippanta. : 
Flip. By my faith but he has, and better too; he 

preſents his humble duty to Araminta, and has ſent 

this. [ Shewing the note. 
Clar. A bill from my love for two hundred and 

fifty pounds, The monſter! he would not part with 

ten to ſave his lawful wife from everlaſting torment. 
Flip. Never complain of his avarice, Madam, as 

long as you have his money. a 
Clar. But is not he a beaft, Flippanta? 


_ - Flip. Madam, the man's beaſt enough, that's 


certain; dut which way will you go to receive his 
beaſtly money, for I muſt not appear with his note. 
Clar. That's true; why, ſend for Mrs. Amlet; 
that's a mighty uſeful woman, that Mrs. Amlet. 
Flip. Marry, is ſhez we ſhould haye been baſely 
puzzled how to diſpoſe of the necklace without her, 
*twould have been dangerous offcring it to ſale. 
Clar. It would ſo; for I know your maſter has 
been laying out for't amongſt the goldſmiths. But 


J Ray here too long, I muſt in and coquette it a lit- 


tle more to my lover, Araminta will get ground on 
| [Exit Clariſſa, 
Flip. And I'll go ſend for Mrs. Amlet. 

| [Exit Flippanta. 


SCENE opens. 


in to them. | | 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha, ha! | 

Men. Mighty welt! Oh, mighty well indeed! 
„ Clar. Save you, ſave you, good folks, you are all 
in rare humour methinks, | 

r Why, what ſhould we be otherwiſe for, 

adam . 


Tea-table, uery gay and laughing. Clariſſa comes 


Clar. Nay, I don't know, not I, my dear; but} 


I han't had the happineſs of ſeeing you ſo ſince our 
ney-moon was over, I think. 


4 


the joy of ſeeing you at-home, [Kiſſes ber.] Von 


EDERA 
ſee what charms you 
make uſe of them. 

Aram, Very gallant truly. EE 

Clar. Nay, and what's more, you muſt know, 
he's never to be otherwiſe henceforth wardsz we 
have come to an agreement about it, 

Mon. Why, here's my love, and I have been upon 
juſt ſuch another treaty too. 
Aram. Well, ſure there's ſome very peaceful ſtar 
rules at preſent, Pray Heaven continue it's reign, 

Mon. Pray do you continue it's reign, you ladiesg 
for 'tis all in your power. [Leering at Clariff, 

Oripe. My neighbour Moneytrap ſays true, a 
leaſt I'll confeſs frankly, [Ogling Araminta. 1 'tie 
in one lady's power to make me the beſt humoured 
man on earth, | 

Mon. And Pl anſwer for another, that has the 
ſame over me. [ Ogling Clariſſa. 

Clar, Tis mighty fine, gentlemen; mighty civil 
huſbands, indeed | . 

Gripe. Nay, what I ſay's true, and ſo true, that 
all quarrels being now at an end, I am willing, if 
you. pleaſe, to diſpenſe wiih all that fine company we 
talked of to-day, be content with the friendly con- 
verſation of our two good neighbours here, and ſpend 
all my toying hours alone with my ſweet wife. 
| Mon. Why, truly, I think now, if theſe good wo- 
men pleaſed, we might make up the prettieſt little 
neighbourly company, between our two families, 
and ſet a defiance to all the impertinent people in 
the world, | | 

Clar. The rafcals! LA.. 

Aram, Indeed I doubt you'd ſoon grow weary, if 
we grew fond. | Pe 

Gripe, Never, never, for our wives have wit, 
neighbour, and that never palls. | 

Clar. And our huſbands have generofity, Ara» 
minta, and that ſeldom palls. | 

Gripe. So! that's a wipe for me now, becauſe T 
did not give her a new year's gift laſt time; but be 
good, and I'll think of ſome tea-cups for you, next 
year. | | | 
Mon. And perhaps I may not forget a fan, or ag 
good a thing hum, huſſey. 

Clar. Well, upon theſe encouragements, Ara» 
minta, we'll try how good we can be. 

Gripe. Well, this goes moſt rarely. Poor Mo- 
neytrap! he little thinks what makes his wife ſa 
eaſy in his 5 | [ Afdes 

Mon. I can but pity poor neighbour Gripe. Lard 
lard, what a fool does his wife and I make of him? 

GE} Ad.. 

Clar. Are not theſe two wretched rogues, Ara- 
minta ? [Ade to Aramintas 

Aram. They are indeed, | [| Afide to Clariſſa, 

Enter Jefſamio. a 

Feſ. Sir, here's Mr. Clip, the goldſmith, de- 


{fires to ſpeak with you. 
Araminta, Corinna, Gripe, and Moneytrap, at 4 


 GCipe. Cods ſo, perhaps ſome news of your 
necklace, my dear, | 
Clar. That would be news indeed. 8 
Gripe. Let him come in. [Exit Jeſſamĩa. 
LI Enter Mr. Clip. | 
Gripe. Mr. Clip, your ſervant, I'm glad to ſee 
you : how do you do? | 
Clip. At your ſervice, Sir, very well. Your 
ſervant, Madam Gripe. | | 
Clar. Horrid fellow! . [Aſide 
Grips. * Clip, no news yet of my 
ala? — ace 


| ww - RENE 


ou pleaſe to let me ſpeak with you Ig 
ie ſomething to u to u in 
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J heart. Shut the door 


[7 bey come ons, and the ſcene fours behind them. 
ell, any news? 

| Clip, Dook you, Sir, here's a necklace brought/me 
to ſell, at leaſt very like that you deſcribed to me. 
Oripe. Let's ſee' t- Victoria! the very ſame. Ab, 
my dear Mr. Clip. [Kiſſes bim. ] But who brought 
it you? You ſhould have ſeized him. 

_ © Clip. Twas a young fellow that I know: I can't 
tell whether he may be guilty, though it is like 
enough. But he has only left it me now, to ſhew a 


brother of our trade, and will call upon me again 


* 

Gripe, Wheedle bim bither, dear Mr. Clip. 
Here's my neighbour Moneytrap in the houſe ; he's 
a juſtice, and will commit him preſently, 

Clip. Tis enough. | 


Enter Braſs. 


. Gripe, Oh, my friend Braſs! 

Braſs. Hold, Sir, I think that's a gentleman I 
am looking for. Mr. Clip, oh, your ſervant ; 
what, are you acquainted here? 1 have juſt been 
at your ſhop. 

Clip. I only ſtept here to ſhew Mr. Gripe the 
necklace you left. 


Braſs. Why, Sir, do you underſtand jewels! 


To Gripe.] I thought you only dealt in gold. 

ut I ſmoke the matter, hark you---a word in your 
ear—you are going to play the gallant again, and 
make a purchaſe on't for Araminta; ha, ha! 

Gripe. Where had you the necklace ? 

Braſs. Look you, don't trouble yourſelf about 
that; it's in commiſſion with me, and I can help 
you to a pennyworth on't, 

Gripe. Apennyworth on't, villain ? [Strikerat him. 

Braſs. Villain! a hey, a hey. Is it you or me, 
Mr. Clip, he's pleaſed to compliment? 

Clip. What do you think on it, Sir? 

Braſs. Think on it ! now the devil fetch me if 
: T know what to think on it. 

. Gripe. You'll ſell a pennyworth, rogue!, of a 
thing you have ſtolen from me. 

Braſs. Stolen! pray, Sir---what wine have you 
drank to-day ? It has a very merry effect upon you. 

Gripe. You villain; either give me an account 
how you ſtole it, or 

' Braſs. Oh, ho, Sir, if you pleaſe, don't carry 
your jeſt too far, I don't underſtand hard words, I 
t ve you warning on it: if you han't a mind to buy 
the necklace, you may let it alone, I now how to 

diſpoſe on it. What a pox—— 

Gripe. Oh, you ſhan't have that cookie, Sir. 
Dear Ws Clip, you may leave the necklace here, 
Tu call at your ſhop, and thank you for your care. 

Clip. Sir, your Na ſervant. [ Going. | 

Braſs. Oh, ho, Mr. Clip, if you pleaſe, Sir, 
this won t do, Stepping bim.] I don't underſtand 
railſery im ſuch matters. 

Clip. I leave it with Mr. Gripe, do you and he 
diſpute i it. [Exit Clip, 

Braſs. Aye, but tis from you, by your leave, Sir, 
that I expect it. Going afier him. 

Gripe. Y.ou expect, you rogue, to make your 
eſcape, do you? But I have other accounts beſides 
this, to make up with you. To be ſure the dog 
has cheated me of two hundred and fifty pounds, 
Come, , villain, give me an account of. 

Braſt. Account of — Sir, give me an account of 
my necklace, or ll make ſuch a aol in 
' houſe, I'll raiſe the devil in't. MF: 15 

Gripe. Well ſaid, courage. 


DERACY. 


Braſs. Blood and thunder! give it me, or 

Gripe Come, huſh, be wiſe, and Pl make no 
noile of this affair. 

Braſs. Vou'll make no noiſe; but I'l cncke a 
noiſe, and a damned noiſe too. Oh, don't think to- 
Gripe. I tell thee I will not hang thee, 

Braſs. But I tell you 1 will hang you, if you 
don't give me my necklace. I will, rot me. - 

Gripe, Speak ſoftly, be wiſe ; how came it thine? 
Who gave it thee? 15 

Braſs. A gentleman, a friend of mine. 

Gripe. What's his name; 

Braſs. His name! I'm in ſuch a paſſion I hve 
forgot it. 

Gripe. Ah, brazen rogue thou haſt ſtole it 
from my, W 5 tis the ſame the loſt fix weeks ago. 
Braſs. This has not been in England a month. 

Gripe. You are a ſon of a whore, 

Braſs. Give me my necklace; 

Gripe, Give me my two hundred and Shy . 
note. 

Braſs. Vet I offer peace one word withwed paſ- 
ſion. The caſe ſtands thus; either I'm out of my 
wits, or you are out of yours: now tis plain Iam 
not out of my wits, ergo 

Gripe. My bill, hang-dog, or I'1 ſtrangle thee, 


Th ＋ le. 

Braſs. Murder, murder! [ 9 "08 

Enter Clariſſa, Ataminta, Corinna, F 8 and 
Moneytrap. 

Flip. What's the matter? What'sthe matter here? 

Eripe. I'li matter him. 

Clar. Who makes thee cry out thus, poor Braſs ? 

Braſs. Why, your ee Madam, he's in hie 
altitudes here. 

Gripe. Robber. 

Braſs. Here, he has cheated me of a diamond 


necklace. 


Cor. Who, papa? Ah, dear me! | 
. Clar. Pr'ythee what's the meaning of this great 
emotion, my dear? 

Gripe. The meaning is that—I'm quite. out of 
brearh—this ſon of a whore has 108 your necklace, 
that's all. 

Clar. My necklace! 

Gripe. That birdlime there —ſtole it, 

_ Clar. Impoſlible ! 

Braſs. Madam, you lee mafter's alittle--tonched, 
that's all. Twenty ounces of blood let looſe, would 
ſet all right again. 

Gripe. Here, call a conſtable preſently, Neigh- 
bour Moneytrap, you will commit him. 

Braſs. D'ye hear? d'ye hear? See how wild he 
looks: how his eyes roll. in his head: tie him 
down, or he'll do ſome miſchief or other. 

Gripe. Let me come at him. 

Clar. Hold---pr'ythee, my dear, reduce things 
to a little temperance, and let us coolly into the ſe- 
cret of this diſagreeable rupture. 

Gripe. Well, then, without paſſion: why, you 
muſt know, (but i'll have him hanged) you muſt 
know that he came to Mr. Clip, to Mr. Clip the. 
dog did—with a necklace to ſell; fo Mr. Clip hav- 
ing notice before that (can you deny this, ſirrah?) 
that you had loſt yours, brings it to me. Look at 
it here, do you know it again ? Aye, you traitor | 

[To Braſs. 
Braſs. He makes me mad. Here's an appearance 
of ſomething now to the company, and yet nothing 
in it in the bottom. 

Clar. [ Aſide to Flippanta, ſhewin obs necklaces; 

Flip. Tis Te faith; F wy Ga ber bag, in 


chis; we muſt look about: us, 


Vith her as he can. 


affairs! this is Dick's luck again. [ Afide. 


you ſee how you are expoſed before your beſt friends 
| here? Don't you bluſh at it? 
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Car. The ſafeſt way is point · blank to diſown the 
"necklace. 

Flip. Right, fick to that. 

Gripe. Well, Madam, do you know your old 
acquaintance, ha? 


Clar. Why, truly, my 4555 though (as you may 


all imagine) I ſhould be very glad to recover ſo va- 
luable a thing as my necklace, yet I muſt be juſt 
to all the world; this necklace is not mine. 

Braſs. Huzza---Mr, Juſtice, I demand my neck- 
lace, and ſatisfaction of him. 

Gripe. I'll die before I part with it; I'll keep it, 
and have him hanged. 

Car. But be a little calm, my dear; do, my bird, 
and then thou'lt be able to judge rightly of things. 

Gripe Oh, good lack ! Oh, good lack 


Clar. No, but don't give way to fury and intereſt 


both; either of them are paſſions ſtrong enough to 
lead a wiſe man out of the way. The necklace not 
being really mine, give it the man again, and come 
drink a dith of tea. 

Braſs. Aye, Madam fry right. 

Erie. Oons, if you with your addle head Jon? t 
know your own jewels, I with my folid one do: 
and if I part withit, may famine be my portion. 

Clar. But don't ſwear and curſe thyſelf at this 
fcarful rate; don't, my dove: be temperate in 
your words, and juſt in all your actions, "twill 
bring a bleſſing upon you and your family. 

Gripe. Bring thunder and lightning upon me and 

my family, ifl part with my necklace. 

Clar, Why, you'll have the lightning burn your 
houſe about your ears, my dear, if you go on in 
theſe practices. 

Mon. A moſt excellent woman this! [ Afede, 

Enter Mrs. Amlet. | 

Gripe. I'll keep my necklace, 

Braſs. Will you ſo? Then here comes one has a 
title to it, if 1 han't; let Dick bring bimſelf off 
Mrs. Amlet, you are come in 
a very good time, you loſt a necklace t other day, 
and who do you chink has got it ?. 

Am. Marry, that I know not, I wiſh I did. 

Braſs. Why then here's Mr, Gripe has it, and 


ſwears *tis his wife's. 


Gripe. And fo I do, firrak—look here, miſtreſs, | 


do you pretend this is yours? 


Am. Not for the round world I would not ſay it's | 
J only kept it to do Madam a famall courteſy, 
that's all. 


Clar. Ab, Flippanta, all will out now. 

74 to Flippanta. 
Erie. Courteſy ! what courteſy ? 

Am. A little money only, that Madam had pre- 
ſent need of: pleaſe to pay me that, and 1 demand 
no more. 

' Braſs. So, here's freſh game 3 I have ftarted a 
new hare, I find. [ Afide. 

Gripe. How, forſooth ! is this true? [77 Clar, 

Clar. You are in a humour at preſent, love, to 
believe any thing, ſo I won't take the pains to con- 
tradict it. 

Braſs. This damned necklace will ſpoil all our 


Gripe. Are you not aſhamed of theſe ways? Do 


Clar. I do bluſh, my dear, but tis for you, that 
here it ſhould appear to the world, you keep me ſo 
are of money, I'm forced to pawn my jewels. 
_ Gripe, Impudent houſewife |! 


vented all this by giving me the two hundred and 


\fitty pounds you ſent to Araminta e'en now. : 


Braſs. You ſee, Sir, I delivered your note: how 
I have been abuſed to-day! _ 

Gripe. I am betrayed—Jades on both ies, Tee 
that. A, 
Mon. But, Madam, Madam, is this true that I 
hear ? Have you taken a preſent of two hundred 


Aram. Nothing, my dear; only took them to 


{reimburſe you of about the fame ſum you ſent to 


Clariſſa. 

Mon. Hum, hum, hum. 
Gripe, How, gentle woman, did you receive mo- 
ney from him? | 

Clar, Oh, my dear, it was only in-jeft; I knew 
you'd give it again to his wife. 

Am. But amongſt all this buſtle, I don't hear 2 
word of my hundred pounds. Is it acne will pay 
me, or maſter? 

Gripe. I pay? The devil ſhall pay. 

Clar. Look you, my dear, malice apart, rey 
Mrs. Amlet her money and I'll forgive you the 
wrong you intended my bed with Araminta. Am 
not I a good wite, now ? 

Gripe. I burſt with rage, and will get rid of this 
nooſe, though I tuck myſelf up in another. 
Mon. Nay, pray, e *'en tuck me up with you. 

[Exeunt Mon. and Gripe. 
Clar. and Aram. B'ye, dearies. 


Enter Dick. | 
Cor, Look, look, Flippanta, here's the colonel 


come at laſt, 


Dick. Ladies, I aſk your pardon, I have ſtayed ſo 

Am. Ah, rogue's face, have I got thee! old 
Good-for-hought ? Sirrah, ſirrab, do you think to 
amuſe me with your marriages, and your great for- 
tunes? Thou haſt played me a rare prank, by my 
conſcience, Why, you ungracious raſcal, what 
do you think will be the end of all this? Now 
Heav'n forgive me, but I have a great mind to hang 


thee for't. 


Car. She talks to him very familiarly, Flippanta. 
Flip. So methinks, by my faith. 

Braſs. Now the rogue's ſtar is making an end of 
him: [Ade 

Dick. What ſhall 1 do with her? 

Am. Do but look at him, my dames; he has the 
countenance of a cherubim, but he's a rogue in his 
heart. 

Clay. Whatis the meaningofall this, Mrs, Amlet? 

Am. The meaning! good lack! Why, this all- 
to-be-powdered raſcal here, is my ſon, an't pleaſe 
you. Ha, graceleſs! Now TI make you own your 
mother, vermin. 

Clar. What, the colonel your ſon ? 

Am. Tis Dick, Madam, that rogue Dick, I 
have ſo often told you of, with tears trickling down 
my old cheeks. 

Aram. The woman's mad, it can never be. 

Am. Speak, rogue, am I not thy mother, ha? 
Did I not bring thee forth? Say then. 

Dick, What will you have me ſay? You had a 
mind to ruin me, and you have done it; would you 
do any more? 

Clar. Then, Sir, you are ſon to good Mrs. Amlet? 
dram. And have had the aſſurance to put upen 
us thi | while? 


ache confidence to think of marryiag 


{ Raiſing hi: band to frrike her. 
Clar. Softly, c chicken; you might have pre- 


and fifty pounds? Pray what were you to return for 5 
theſe pounds, Madam, ha? | 


| Brafe- And the impudence to hire me for your 
fervant, who am as well born as yourſelf. 

. Clare Indeed, I think he mould be corrected. 

Aram. Indeed, I think, he deſerves to be cudgelled. 

Flip. Indeed, I think he might be pumped, 

Breſs. Indeed, I think he will be hanged. 

Hm. Good lack-a-day, good lack-a-day ! there's 
no need to be ſo ſmart upon him neither; if he is 
not a gentleman, he's agentleman's fellow. Come 
hither, Dick, they ſhan't run thee down neither: 
cock up thy hat, Dick, and tell them, though Mrs. 
Amlet is t thy mother, ſhe can make thee amends, 
with ten thouſand good pounds to buy thee ſome 
lands, and build thee a houſe in the midſt on't. 

_ Omnet. How ! ; 

Clar. Ten thouſand pounds, Mrs. Amlet ?. 

Am. Yes, forſooth; though I ſhould loſe the 
hundred, you pawned your necklace for. Tell 
them of that, Dick. 

Cor. Look you, Flippanta, I can hold ne longer, 

and 1 hate to ſee the young man abuſed. And fo, 
Sir, if you pleaſe, I'm your friend and ſervant, 
and what's mine is yours; and when our eſtates 


are put together, I don't doubt but we ſhall do as | 


well as the beſt of them. 
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Dick. Sayeſt thou ſo, my little queen? b 
then, if dear mother will give us her bleſſing, the 


parſon ſhall give us a tack; we'll get her a ſcore of 


rand-children, and a merry houſe we'll make her. 

[ They kneel to Mrs. Amlet. 
| Am, Ah—ha, ha, ha, ha! the pretty pair, the 
pretty pair! Riſe, my chickens, riſe, riſe, and 
face the proudeſt of them. And if Madam does 
not deign to give ber conſent, a fig for her, Dick 
Why, how now ? 

Clar. Pray, Mrs. Amlet, don't be in a paſſion, 
the girl is my huſband's girl, and if you can have 
his conſent, upon my word you ſhall have mine, for 
any thing belongs to him. ö 

Flip. Then all's peace again, but we have been 
more lucky than wiſe. 

Aram. And I ſuppoſe, for us, Clariſſa, we are 
to go on with our dears, as we uſed to do. 

Clar. Joſt in the ſame tract, for this late treaty 
of agreement with them, was ſo unnatural, you ſee 
it could not hold. But tis juſt as well with us, ag 
if it had. Well, 'tisa ſtrange fate, good folks. But 
while you live, every thing gets well out of a broil, 


but a huſband. 
[Exeunt amn. 
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